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CHAPTER I 

* He spoke of Beauty.' 

The other day I was standing before a 
certain picture in the private collection of an 
Italian friend of mine, when a hand was laid 
on my shoulder, and, turning, I saw that the 
owner, a man of some seventy winters, was 
at my side. 

' You are right to study that picture/ he 
began. ' I long to tell the story of it to all 
high-flown- young men who talk to me of 
their transcendental theories about Soul and 
Intellect, and their philosophical ideas of 
love, which are cold and dead as an icicle. 
Look at this. Does it not speak to you ? ' 

' It does ; but in a voice that, as yet, I 
scarcely understand. At present, I am chiefly 
$ . * B 
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2 A LOVER OF THE BEAUTIFUL CHAP. 

struck by its pathos/ I replied. * Has it then a 
story ? I see that it is called " Beato Amore," 
I suppose with some allegorical meaning ; and 
the artist is Guido della Varazia. Who was 
Delia Varazia ? ' 

' One of the cleverest artists I ever knew, 
and well enough known here at one time. 
This was his masterpiece. She, pointing to 
the picture, ' was his wife. 1 

I took another long look at the work 
before me. There was some attraction in 
it that affected me strangely ; a tragic power 
seemed to breathe forth from the canvas 
with a kind of sad and solemn warning. 

It was a simple enough theme, without 
a single touch of the melodramatic in any 
line. Only a dead woman lying on a couch, 
as though fallen into a deep and dreamless 
sleep. The modelling of the lifeless figure, 
and of the folded white hands, was as perfect 
as any work of the old masters ; and the 
whole conception was replete with emotion 
and vigorous yet delicate power. The 
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colouring — pure white death -robes against 
a soft, blue -gray background — was striking 
from its very simplicity, the only bright tint 
in the whole picture being the red gold of 
the hair, that waved back, Madonna-wise, 
from off the perfect forehead, and fell in a 
long curl across the woman's breast to where 
her hands lay lightly clasped upon her heart. 
A Passion-flower was falling from between 
the fingers that had just relaxed their hold 
on life and love. The face was exquisitely 
beautiful, with a haunting and pathetic loveli- 
ness. In it there was something more than 
the mysterious calm and mystery of death — 
an expression hovering over the closed eyes, 
round which the drooping lashes cast a 
shadow of infinite pain, of life in death — in 
no other words can I express it. It was as 
though, during her last moments on earth, 
the sufferer had passed through the bitterest 
heart -anguish and yearning, so that when 
death came it brought with it a sudden peace 
and joy that glimmered over the sorrow like 
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4 A LOVER OF THE BEAUTIFUL CHAP. 

the first sun -ray over a deep and sombre 
river. It must have been at this moment, 
when the soul's rejoicing had just flashed 
upon, and not yet quite triumphed over the 
heart's agony, that the artist drew his in- 
spiration. 

' It appears to me/ I said at length, 'that 
in spite of her beauty she went through life 
hungering for love. Yet one would have 
thought most men would have been ready 
enough to give it to her. Had she a 
history ? ' 

'In a sense, yes. If you call that a 
history which is nothing more nor less than 
the development of a human heart, without 
one dramatic or exciting incident in it from 
beginning to end ? She was the wife of my 
greatest friend, and thus I was witness to 
many significant little passages in what has 
always seemed to me a very pathetic life. 
It is only a memory — a reminiscence; but, 
such as it is, you are welcome to hear it, if 
you think it will interest you.' 
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' Nothing I should like better/ I answered, 
following him to a lounge in the embrasure 
of the window facing the picture. ' I know 
by experience that your reminiscences are 
worth listening to, and with this face to 
inspire you, I shall expect something soul- 
stirring. ' 

As Conte Fabei said, it was only a 
memory, a fragment of a life ; but, partly 
perhaps owing to the attraction the picture 
had for me, my interest was keenly excited 
by the fortunes of the beautiful Amore. So 
much so that afterwards I wrote down the 
story as I had heard it, adding, here and 
there, one or two connecting links which my 
friend had either merely hinted at or left to 
my inner consciousness to divine. 

• • • • • 

In his youth Conte Fabei had devoted 
himself to the study of art. Not that he 
aspired to any success in the profession of it, 
but because he was sincerely appreciative of 
the fine arts generally, and infinitely preferred 
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6 A LOVER OF THE BEAUTIFUL CHAP. 

the gay freedom of Bohemian society to the 
conventionalities of fashionable life. Being 
the possessor of a considerable fortune, he 
was able to indulge in friendly patronage of 
any promising artists who took his fancy ; 
and one of these, a clever and rising young 
fellow some years younger than himself, be- 
came his dearest and most intimate friend. 

Not that the two men were exactly kin- 
dred spirits ; for, whilst Fabei was somewhat 
old-fashioned, with orthodox views of love 
and religion, Guido della Varazia was a 
curious combination of philosopher, idealist, 
atheist — influenced entirely by reason and 
intellect, and contemptuously incredulous of 
some of Fabei's most sacred beliefs. He 
was extraordinarily gifted. What cost other 
men years of study seemed to come naturally 
to Delia Varazia. The laws of perspective, 
of anatomy, and the secrets of colour, were 
instincts in him as they were in Raphael- 
Urbino or Titian. He was so incontestably 
superior to the ordinary class of artists in 
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the great art city that it never occurred to 
any one to envy him. His very talents raised 
him above common jealousy; and Fabei 
could always condone eccentricities of char- 
acter when they could be attributed to the 
vagaries of genius. Twenty years ago art in 
Rome was, on the whole, more pure and 
earnest than at the present day, and Delia 
Varazia was nothing if not earnest. He 
never painted a ' pot-boiler ' in his life, nor 
for one moment thought what was most 
likely to seize the fancy of the multitude. 
It was one of his curious inconsistencies 
that if he saw an opening for success he was 
too proud to take advantage of it, as though 
it would be a degradation to his art to work 
with the direct aim of winning popular 
favour. He was determined to raise the 
public taste to his own high criterion of 
excellence, instead of lowering his own ideal 
to suit a less refined one. And the unreadi- 
ness of the public taste to let itself be raised 
was a lasting source of contemptuous despair 
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to him. Most of his friends secretly believed 
that a little condescension on the part of 
Guido's genius would give it just the perfect- 
ing quality it lacked ; but, except Fabei, 
none dared openly avow this opinion. If 
one did, he only laid himself open to an 
argument of which he scarcely understood 
the drift, whilst Guido remained as uncon- 
vinced as ever of the possible fallacy of his 
own way. It was not only as a painter 
that Delia Varazia aspired to fame. He 
was well known in literary circles as the 
author of some exquisite poems, in a very 
perfect style and language. But they, too, 
rose above the intelligence of the multitude, 
and, though admitted to be clever and 
striking, were generally considered un- 
interesting, lacking the spontaneous feeling 
of true poetry. 

Much the same objection was made to 
his pictures. Such grand conceptions, such 
colouring, such delicate and perfect work- 
manship, had not been seen in this century. 
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But people did not care for them. Not 
that they were charged with definite faults, 
or criticised with any justly forcible arguments. 
The failure was inexplicable — an indefinable 
something that made less really powerful 
works more popular and sympathetic, and 
sent one away from Delia Varazia's grand 
subjects with a vague sense of dissatisfaction. 
To a man with unlimited ambitions, and a 
determination to win fame, this fact was 
sufficiently galling, however much he might 
try to conceal his chagrin under a lofty 
contempt for the ' voice of the people.' 

1 What is wrong ? ' he once asked Fabei, 
after showing the latter a newly - finished 
picture which had been intended to eclipse 
all his former efforts, and to force the world 
into appreciation of its beauty. ' I see by 
your face that it falls short of your expecta- 
tions. I consider it the best thing I have 
ever done. Perhaps you do not see the 
meaning in it, the allegory I wish to teach. 
That is the mistake you all make/ he added 
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impatiently. 'You look for nothing that is 
not on the surface ; you rave over a pink- 
cheeked Madonna simpering over a placid 
Bambino ; but any attempt to unite Thought 
with Painting is incomprehensible to you. 
What I struggle to represent is a picture 
poem ; but I am a failure. The world would 
thank me more for a blue and pink orthodoxy 
that appeals, not to the mind, but to the 
senses, and that could be taken in thoroughly 
at one glance by a dull-witted contadina. 
I am not a sign-board painter/ 

' Without doubt you are in the right ; no 
one denies your genius/ replied Fabei. ' The 
question is, what are the limits and restrictions 
of art? 1 

'There are none. We aspire after the 
ideal, and that soars beyond us in limitless 
space/ cried Guido enthusiastically. c Shall 
we ever attain it ? Shall I ? Surely, if 
constant striving and unspeakable worship 
count for anything, some day I shall catch 
a glimpse of its wings. It has been the 
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ruling passion of my life, since I was a child 
— so high — who had not yet grasped the 
full meaning of the word Beauty — that key- 
note of the artist nature.' 

' The ideal ? ' repeated Fabei a little sar- 
castically; 'what is it? where is it? Have 
you ever tried to express in plain prose what 
you mean when you talk about the ideal, 
Guido mio ? I should be curious to hear it 
defined. Or is it incomprehensible to one 
so thick-souled as I ? ' 

Guido took one or two turns up and 
down the long studio, his head thrown back, 
and his fine dark eyes seeking inspiration 
from above. To his friend there was no- 
thing inspiring in the faded colours of the 
ceiling. But it was always maintained of 
Guido that to him things terrestrial were 
not; his vision seemed to pierce up and 
beyond, to a fair region of which more 
prosaic worldlings knew nothing. 

Fabei lounged idly on the divan just 
vacated by some lovely model, and tried, 
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ineffectually, as he had done a dozen times 
before, to analyse the complex individuality 
of his companion. 

What a splendid intellectual face it was, 
and what a strong resemblance it bore, in 
some way or other, to Delia Varazias 
pictures. Not that he had the egotistical 
vanity of transferring his own features to 
canvas! It was rather a likeness of ex- 
pression — in the lack of warmth and feeling 
which detracted from his personal beauty, 
just as it did from that of his pictures. His 
face was grand as an old Greek statue, cold, 
lofty, refined, with far-seeing eyes that, half 
unconsciously, half purposely, overlooked the 
matter-of-fact details of this world, as tram- 
mels to the freedom of mind and soul. 

Suddenly he paused before Fabei, look- 
ing at him with a puzzled expression, and, 
instead of launching into a paean of some 
impossible state of felicity, exclaimed, 

'Ebbenef What is your ideal ? Have 
you one ? The real truth, mind/ 
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1 1 suppose we have all got one, though 
certainly it is a useless encumbrance, ' said 
Fabei. ' Well, mine may be summed up in 
very few words : anything for a quiet life. 
Come! have patience with me, and don't 
jump to the conclusion that I wish to spend 
my life in eating and drinking and riotous 
living. That is not peaceful enough for my 
taste, and might lead to the restlessness of 
dyspepsia. But, honestly, my idea of happi- 
ness is to find a lovely, good, and charming 
woman, who would love me and let me love 
her, in a calm and tranquil way. I have no 
turn for scenes and passions and ecstasies. 
In fact, I believe my ideal is a strictly 
domestic one, and it is certainly common- 
place. Still, you asked for the truth, and 
here you have it. Now, in return, give me 
your views on the subject. ' 

4 Love — love — love ! that is the everlasting 
cuckoo-cry with you all/ Guido exclaimed. 
' I tell you it is a. delusion. I do not believe 
in earthly love. It is a Dead Sea apple, a 
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wild hope born of folly, and slain by prosaic 
monotony and the irksome sense of bondage. 
You can't live upon love and kisses ; and the 
warping cares of motherhood, of household 
worries and petty details, make any higher 
intercourse between husband and wife an 
impossibility. I daresay, since perfection is 
not to be found on earth, that the married 
life, when successful, is as happy an existence 
for some natures as can be had here; but 
do not tell me it is an ideal state. You 
have described what you choose to consider 
the best earthly lot ; but the ideal is essen- 
tially the unattainable — one's highest dream 
of a heavenly life.' 

' Perhaps so ; but if I am content to 
imagine a heaven resembling an earthly lot, 
I do not see the harm/ said the other, amused 
at Guido's earnestness. ' Besides, I consider 
a mutual happiness, such as I have described, 
to be so rare as fully to merit the title of 
ideal — if it is true, as I grant, that the ideal 
is synonymous with the unattainable. But, 
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do you mean to say, candidly, that your 
highest dream dispenses altogether with love 
for woman ? ' 

4 No, and yes. Yes, if you speak of an 
earthly, fleshly love ; no, if you mean a 
spiritual union with a kindred intelligence. 
There, if you like, you have my ideal. A 
love purified from material dross, infinite in 
its comprehensiveness ; a melting and fusion 
of two souls, of two spirits that have shaken 
themselves free from the bondage and 
desires of the body that they may rise 
on the wings of perfect intelligence to the 
highest realms of bliss.' 

He stopped abruptly, shook back his hair, 
as though to fling off the hot enthusiasm 
that had carried him away, and added, with 
a laugh, ' I am a madman. But do not 
presume to tell me that I shall ever find 
what I long for in this matter-of-fact sphere.' 

'If you did, would it satisfy you? I do 
not believe it. In the first place, amico mio, 
you are so led away by your feelings that 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



1 6 A LOVER OF THE BEAUTIFUL CHAP. 

you explain yourself badly. Your visions 
are like your pictures — too high for the 
common herd. But may one be permitted 
to ask if your " kindred intelligence " has a 
• face and form ? Or is she a thing of air, 
a spiritual abstraction ? ' 

' Being an artist, one is bound to have 
a favourite type of beauty/ answered Guido. 
' 1 cannot say if mine would be embodied in 
the dream -vision I have described to your 
mocking ears. Probably not. But I will not 
deny that I sometimes, side by side with 
the " thing of air," image to myself a human 
being with a face of such exceeding loveliness 
that, though I have tried a hundred times 
over, I find it absolutely impossible to 
portray it. It seems to evade me most 
when I try hardest to grasp the details of 
its beauty.* 

' Ideal — alas ! ' said Fabei, shaking his 
head in mock despair ; ' you are a hopeless 
original, Guido. Why can't you be like the 
rest of us, and find your type of beauty in 
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one of our Roman women ? They are not 

to be despised, some of them. When you 

do meet with yours, you will find out that 

she is a mermaid with a tail, or some other 

inhuman appendage.' 

* For once you are wrong ! ' exclaimed 

Guido triumphantly. ' I have actually seen 

my beauty. My vision was suggested by a 

girl's face that flashed across my path a 

year or so ago, when I was passing through 

a little village near Lerici. It had come 

and gone before I realised what I had 

found ; and it has haunted me ever since, 

though no doubt I have idealised it a good 

deal. What I saw was a girl of fifteen or 

sixteen — a mere child ; whereas the face of 

my fancy is that of a woman. I • must go 

back there some day and look for the 

original. But I dread seeing that my lovely 

child has developed into a buxom female 

with a double chin ; or, worse still, into a 

fashionable beauty, with high heels and a 

crinoline. It is all on the cards/ 

c 
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1 My advice is — -go? said Fabei, as he rose 
to leave him. ' Perhaps the fair unknown 
may teach you to be more human in your 
ambitions. The difference between our 
ideals is this : yours is love born of the 
intellect ; mine, love born of heart. We 
shall see, in the future, which of us comes 
nearest the attainment of them/ 

For the next two or three years Delia 
Varazia was not very productive in any line. 
His talents seemed to be lying fallow, per 
haps storing up fresh energy and power to 
be put into some great work that would 
show, at its real intrinsic merit, the genius 
that, hitherto, had always stopped just short 
of achievement. But Fabei distrusted this 
idleness. It struck him as having its root 
in something deeper than the reaction that 
so often follows long sustained endeavour. 
It was more like the sudden yielding to 
a disappointment and self-confessed failure 
that Delia Varazia was too proud and 
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sensitive to acknowledge. He became more 
of the metaphysical thinker, and less of the 
human being — if it may be so expressed — 
every day. As a companion there was no 
one more delightfully suggestive and interest- 
ing, and he was always more or less of a 
hero in the eyes of younger artists. But 
his utter want of sympathy with the little 
joys and follies and frailties that go to make 
up the sum of most of our lives, made him 
singularly friendless for one who was gifted 
by nature with everything to render him 
attractive to his fellow-creatures. 

Gradually Fabei, like others, gave up 
expecting to see him crowned with the 
wreath of fame. His conceptions, of which 
he would sometimes speak with renewed 
enthusiasm, were nobler than ever ; but he 
made not the slightest effort to fulfil them. 
Evidently he had come to the humiliating 
conclusion that his genius lacked the first 
essential elements of life, whilst he was 
unable to fathom where the secret lay. 
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The more he sought for it, the more it 
eluded him. The more he absorbed himself 
in a strenuous intellectual consciousness, the 
less capable he became of seeing that what 
kept his work, his life, even his character, 
so cold and null, was the absence of that 
very virility of feeling and emotion which it 
was his chief aim to smother, as a hindrance 
to the higher and fuller development of 
reason. 

One day, about three years after the 
above -quoted conversation, Delia Varazia 
rushed with unwonted eagerness into Fabeis 
room, whilst the latter was in the middle of 
that comfortable noonday meal, so dear to 
Southerners. 

* Congratulate me, Lorenzo!' he exclaimed; 
* I have found her ! ' 

'Found her? Who? Where?' asked 
Fabei lazily. ' Is she your last inspiration ? ' 

1 My first — my only one. My ideal of 
beauty, for whom I have been looking these 
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last four years. You remember, I told you 
about her. The girl of whom I caught a 
passing glimpse near Lerici, ages ago. 
Ebbene / I have been hovering round there 
several times since, and now I have found 
her ; and, what is more, have made acquaint- 
ance with her, and am off to-morrow to stay 
with her parents, who wish me to paint her 
portrait.' 

He paused for breath, took a few mouth- 
fuls of Chianti, then, putting down his glass, 
turned to Fabei with some impatience. 

'My dear fellow, how lethargic you are. 
Don't you understand what an era this 
makes in my art life? Wait until I have 
painted a picture with her for my model. 
Then the world will not turn aside from it.' 

' I do congratulate you ; but you cannot 
expect me to work myself into a fever 
because you have found a beautiful peasant- 
girl. You artists are always picking up 
these uneducated treasures/ 

1 But that is the beauty of it/ interrupted 
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Guido, bringing down his hand on the table 
with such vehemence that Fabei trembled 
for his new Venetian glass vases. 'She is 
a lady — a lady> most scoffing Lorenzo — with 
a purity of soul and nobility of mind in her 
face that never yet were seen in any peasant- 
girl that ever was born. Even her name 
is fanciful, and suited to her face — Amore 
da Costa. — What do you think of that for 
a beautiful woman ? Amore ... it was a 
rash thing to give such a name to a bundle 
of red flesh that might have developed into 
a very Gorgon of ugliness.' 

' Well ! come into the loggia and tell me 
about it/ said Fabei, half inclined to jeer. 
1 1 will try and listen to your romance as 
seriously as possible. For when Guido 
della Varazia announces that he has found 
his ideal woman, the occasion calls for 
solemnity.' 

It appeared that Della Varazia had been 
spending the last three weeks at his favourite 
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retreat in the neighbourhood of Lerici, where 
he could always make sure of perfect solitude 
and quiet when he wished to let his mind 
soar, utterly freed from all sordid and mun- 
dane considerations. He did not profess to 
be there with the avowed object of seeking 
the beautiful girl he had once seen with 
such delight; but he did cling to a faint 
hope that he might some day meet her, 
and even frequented the village churches, 
on Saints' Days, on the chance of finding 
her at her devotions. The matter did not 
much trouble his thoughts, and he was 
beginning to reconcile himself to the con- 
viction that, instead of being a native of the 
place, she had been merely passing through 
it as a stranger, when the following incident 
took place. 

One afternoon at the hour of Vespers, 
when Guido was on the hillside, finishing 
some slight sketch he was making of the 
sunny bay lying between the verdant hills, 
his solitude was broken by a woman's voice 
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calling, now coaxingly, now impatiently, as 
though seeking a spoilt and mischievous 
child— 

'Amore! Amore! Amore! Where have 
you got to, troublesome one ? Do you not 
hear me ? Amore ! Amore ! ' 

Perhaps there is no fairer spot in all 
Italy than Z-ia, especially when one has 
climbed half-way up one of the hills, so 
that one can look far over the bay, with 
its radiant blue waters and brown rocks; 
whilst, above and below, cluster luxurious 
growths of olive and chestnut trees, and the 
fresh greenness of young vines. On that 
particular evening there was a glowing 
Arcadian loveliness about the scene — a 
tremulous sweetness in the air that seemed 
to add a poetic significance to the harmonious 
name that was echoing through the groves, 
and that made Guido wonder, with cynical 
incredulity, if the owner of it were worthy 
of the title her parents had chosen for 
her. 
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1 Amore ! Amore ! Amore ! My child, 
where are you ? Amore ! ' 

The voice was a pleasant one, with a 
certain refined intonation which proved that 
it did not belong to one of the native 
contadini. Guido began to imagine some 
fairy legend of a lovely woman who haunted 
the hills and valleys in vain search after 
ideal love, calling all through the summer 
days, ' Amore ! Amore ! Amore ! ' 

But the nearer approach of the voice, 
and its growing impatience, dispelled his 
reverie, and a minute or two later he 
found himself face to face with a tall, fair- 
haired woman ot middle age, whose 
heightened colour and evident exhaustion 
did not rob her of a queenly and matronly 
beauty. When she saw Guido she hesitated ; 
then, apparently satisfied that he was a gentle- 
man, addressed him in the half- patronising 
manner most people assume towards vagrant 
and unknown artists. 

1 Pardon, Signore, have you seen a young 
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lady pass this way? She had on a white 
dress, and carried a basket of flowers/ 

' No one has been this way, Signora/ 
answered Guido politely. ' But, now that I 
think of it, I believe a figure in white passed 
along the pathway yonder, that leads to the 
Chapel of Our Lady. It was perhaps half 
an hour ago.' 

* Thank you, S ignore. Forgive me for 
troubling you/ she added graciously; 'but 
I have been looking for my daughter all 
over the hillside, and am almost exhausted. 
That must be my excuse for addressing a 
stranger.' 

* If I can be of any service, pray com- 
mand me,' said Guido, who had observed 
the resigned dejection of her face when he 
pointed out the steep uphill path. 'Can 
I not follow the Signorina to the chapel 
and tell her that you are here, waiting 
for her?' 

The lady glanced critically, first at Guido, 
then at his sketch. Probably she caught 
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sight of his name, which, during an idle 
moment, he had carelessly scrawled on his 
easel ; and, though he had failed to obtain 
the success after which he aspired, most 
people in Italy, who took the smallest 
interest in contemporary art and literature, 
were more or less familiar with the signature 
of Delia Varazia. At all events, her manner 
increased in friendliness, and she even, after 
many apologies, accepted his offer. 

It did not take Guido long to hurry up 
the path leading to the chapel, a humble 
enough little building, but of great age, and 
standing in a most picturesque situation. 
Some peasants were coming away after 
Vespers, chattering and singing, their gay 
clothes giving a dash of life and colour to 
the scene. One or two laughed and nodded 
a greeting to Guido as he went up the 
steps; but when he let the heavy leathern 
screen swing to behind him, he found him- 
self alone, except for a few women who 
were telling their beads before the high altar. 
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' No white-robed Amore here/ he thought. 
1 Probably she is not so devout as her fond 
mother imagines, and when I do find her 
I shall get a rebuff for my pains. But, if 
she is at all like her mother, she must be 
pretty enough to be worth some trouble. 
She may be in one of the chapels doing 
a little penance, or hurrying over an Ave 
Maria.' 

There was no one in the first two chapels. 
But as he approached that especially dedi- 
cated to the Virgin, Guido suddenly paused 
with a low exclamation of delight, that 
escaped him unawares, • I have found her!' 
he cried, under his breath. 'My ideal V 

A girl was kneeling before the little 
shrine, whose tawdry gilding and gaudy 
mosaic were mellowed into a certain dim 
splendour now that the evening shadows 
were beginning to creep into the church. 
Her attitude was one of rapt devotion, the 
large blue -gray eyes raised to a picture of 
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the Madonna that hung over the altar, and 
the slender white hands clasped with a 
childlike simplicity on her breast. Her 
features were very delicate and perfect, 
though of a somewhat peculiar type, and, 
in spite of their purity of outline, differing 
essentially from the cold, unintellectual char- 
acter of Greek beauty. She more resembled 
the ideals of some well-known modern artists, 
if one can imagine their sad and world-worn 
creations endowed with the warm glow of 
youth and innocence. The high forehead, 
from which deep auburn hair waved back 
in ripples of red 'gold, and the fathomless 
dreamy eyes, were the eyes and forehead 
of a thinker who had pondered over the 
mysteries of the Infinite ; nor were the 
passionate, curved lips — so pure and red — 
those of a child who had lived but some 
twenty years of a summer life. But the 
smile that parted them, as she whispered 
her little prayer to the Virgin Mother of 
Love, was indeed that of a child — most 
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sweet, most glad, most innocent. And it 
seemed to Guido della Varazia, when he 
saw it, that here, at last, he had found that 
perfect loveliness for which he had so long 
been seeking. 
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CHAPTER II 

6 My lady only loves the heart of love.' — ROSSETTI. 

Amore da Costa was the only child of the 
Cavaliere da Costa, one of the many im- 
poverished noblemen of Italy. He came of 
an ancient family that had bequeathed to 
him all the empty parade of name and 
rank, without the more substantial advantages 
necessary to preserve their former dignity 
and splendour. The greater part of his life 
had been spent travelling ; and during one of 
his visits to London he married a beautiful 
Englishwoman, a good deal younger than 
himself. 

For some years they were childless, a 
common grief to them both ; and when, at 
last, a little girl was born, to be the comfort 
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of their declining years, they baptized her, 
in a moment of fanciful sentiment, by the 
quaint name of Amore. 

Signora da Costa's own childhood and 
girlhood had been a sad one. Her parents 
had never forgiven her for not being a son 
and heir, and she could not forget the harsh 
neglect with which they had treated her, nor 
the rebellious aching of her little heart, when 
she saw the affection that was lavished on 
other children. 'When I have a little girl 
of my own,' she used to say to herself, 'her 
life shall be all love.' Nor did she abandon 
this childish resolution when she grew older ; 
and when she really had a baby of her own, 
she called it Amore, that its very name 
might be a perpetual reminder to her of 
the devotion it ought to receive from its 
mother. 

Not that Signora da Costa or her 
husband needed any such reminder, for the 
child Amore was more in danger of being 
'killed by kindness/ than by the reverse. 
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Fortunately, hers was one of those gentle 
natures that will not be spoilt. She seemed 
to thrive in her atmosphere of love like a 
delicate lily in sunshine. A touch of harsh- 
ness would have made her shrink like the 
sensitive plant, and draw into herself the 
sweetness of her eager and warmly -loving 
heart 

Perhaps the mistake in the girl's bringing 
up was this : that she was not sufficiently 
braced and strengthened to withstand the 
rough winds of experience that must in- 
evitably, sooner or later, ruffle the serenity 
of even the most tenderly guarded life. All 
the sharp edges were taken off existence 
for her. She was literally cradled and 
nursed in love, taught to believe that the 
one thing needful for happiness is to love 
and to be loved : a doctrine that is not 
without its value. But even this funda- 
mental truth, as much as if not more than 
all other truths, must be taken, with certain 
qualifications, in its widest and fullest sense : 
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and the gospel of love, as Amore learnt 
it, was not so much that divinest and all- 
embracing love of humanity in the gross, 
as the narrower concentration of a passionate 
heart upon those few favoured individuals 
who alone, out of all the world, have power 
to rouse the deepest emotions of our being ; 
the love that will exhaust its energies for one, 
sacrifice itself for one ; but that, from its very 
nature, draws us apart from our fellow- 
creatures in a deep and absorbing ex- 
clusiveness. 

It is little wonder if, as she grew from 
maidenhood into womanhood, Amore's 
childish conception of love, as the primal 
element in her happy home life, enlarged 
its horizon and stirred her imagination into 
innocent dreams and fantasies which found 
ample nourishment in the stories and poems 
her mother delighted in reading to her. 
Signora da Costa was so truly good and 
conscientious a mother that it seems invidious 
to reproach her with her one weakness, — a 
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curious old-fashioned sentimentality that, 
amongst other things, made her cling to the 
illusion that love and marriage are necessarily 
yoked together. At any rate she was 
determined that they should be so in the 
case of her daughter. The foreign system 
of mariages de convenance was repugnant to 
her; and long before Amore was in her 
teens the Signora had persuaded her 
husband that wealth and title were of 
inferior importance to the happiness of 
their child. 

Of course, if Silvano, Conte da Costa, the 
young head of the family, grew up as 
excellent a man as his father had been, 
and if he and Amore should chance to take 
a fancy to each other, so much the better. 
But nothing should be done to force their 
inclinations. 

Silvano da Costa was an orphan, scarcely 
more than a month or two older than Amore ; 
and as children they had been the most 
devoted little couple during the two years 
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that Silvano had spent in the household of 
his uncle. Since then the cousins had not 
met. But every year the Cavaliere and his 
wife passed a few weeks with young Da 
Costa, either at his palace in Rome or at 
his villa among the Abruzzi. And it must 
be confessed that if they had an ambition in 
the world, it was to see the young people 
fall in love with each other. It was from 
no spirit of worldliness. But was not 
Silvano handsome, sweet-tempered, and 
with a nice and fastidious sense of honour, 
the very ideal of what Signora da Costa 
wished her son-in-law to be? He was 
just the husband for Amore, warm-hearted 
and chivalrous, and ready enough, on his 
part, to fall in love with the sweet little 
cousin who had played with him as a child, 
and whose miniature at the age of eighteen 
seemed to him the loveliest thing ever 
painted by human hands. ' You must keep 
her for me and let no one else even look at 
her/ he used to say, half jokingly, half 
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seriously. ' You are the only mother-in-law 
I will put up with.' 

Thus somehow it came to be an under- 
stood thing that when he was twenty -one 
he should be allowed to come to the Villa 
da Costa at Z-ia to renew his acquaintance 
with the cousin for whom he already felt such 
a romantic and boyish admiration. 

Nor was Amore quite ignorant of this 
secret hope of her parents. How often, in 
summer, when the exquisite beauty of the 
Italian evenings seemed to admit of no theme 
but love, did Signora da Costa pour into the 
girl's not unwilling ears stories of Silvano's 
goodness, Silvano's loneliness, Silvano's 
longing to see again the little friend of his 
boyhood. 

Amore was ready enough to listen. 
Did not her happiest recollections date 
back to days when, with a freedom rarely 
granted to her, she had roamed the woods 
with Silvano, scrambled up the banks of 
the rivers that dashed down the ravines 
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from their mountain sources, or joined, as 
best she could, in his boyish games, coming 
home with stained and tattered frocks, and 
gloveless brown hands that were the despair 
of her devoted old nurse ? It is scarcely 
strange that, after a time, the nameless hero 
of her day-dreams was always called Silvano, 
or that she felt a delicious flutter of shy 
anticipation when she was told that some day 
he was coming to the Villa da Costa on 
purpose to see her. 

What should the visit mean, but one 
thing ? — that ideal rapture of first love which 
she had been taught by her mother to look 
forward to as the invariable happy con- 
summation of girlhood ? 

The day on which Delia Varazia first met 
face to face with his long-sought ideal was 
an all-important day to Amore da Costa. 

Was it not her twenty -first birthday, 
and had she not for some time known 
instinctively, without being told in so many 
words, that this year was to make a difference 
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in her life, to open out to her vistas of new 
experience and new joys ? It was to be to 
her something more than what the age of 
eighteen brings to other girls, that ' coming 
out' which is always anticipated with a 
wondering eagerness so disproportionate to 
the added happiness it really brings. 

She was to be a child no longer; but 
a woman, ready to take a woman's part in 
the world, to make some one life brighter 
and better by her woman's love. 

That May afternoon when she and her 
mother were sitting in the long cool loggia, 
which was softly darkened by green per- 
siennes to shade it from the dazzling heat 
and glare outside, she was quite prepared 
for what Signora da Costa had to say to 
her. 

They had been silent for some time, each 
thinking her own thoughts. 

The Signora had a book open on her lap, 
but her eyes kept wandering to the white- 
robed figure that leant back in careless grace 
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against the high carved chair, the beautiful 
head thrown back, and the deep, dark eyes 
gazing up abstractedly at the cherubs and 
loves that were holding high revel amongst 
the flower-garlands of the painted ceiling. 

For the first time, Signora da Costa was 
forcibly struck by what would always have 
been the chief thing that a stranger, first 
seeing Amore, would notice — the curious 
depth and pathos of her expression, combined 
with a child's radiancy of innocence. 

None knew better than her mother that 
Amore s life had been one of perfect love 
and gladness, unmingled with the smallest 
knowledge of sin or sorrow, and that the 
dreamy air of pathetic thoughtfulness was 
one of appearance only, in no way emblematic 
of mental sadness. 

But now it suddenly flashed across her 
that if Amore's lot were to be an unhappy 
one, it would go hard with her. In the 
clinging gentleness of her affections lay a 
great capacity for suffering — a latent depth of 
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intensity and emotion that would make trouble 
fall on her more heavily than on a less 
passionate nature. 

If only Fate would decree that she and 
Silvano should marry each other ! Then, at 
least, she would be spared the cruellest of 
griefs, and be sure of a faithful and protecting 
love and care. 

The thought emboldened Signora da 
Costa to speak. 

'Amore/ she began, 'did you know 
that we expect a visitor to-day ?' 

6 A visitor ? ' said Amore quickly ; ' no ; 
you did not tell me. Who is it ? We so 
seldom have visitors here/ 

I It is your cousin Silvano. We think the 
time has come for his long-promised visit.' 

6 1 shall be glad to see him again/ said the 
girl, a conscious flush spreading over her 
cheeks. ' We shall hardly know each other/ 

I I think he knows you already, from my 
descriptions/ answered her mother. * He is 
very fond of hearing about you/ 
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1 1 shall be very glad to see him/ repeated 
Amore softly. 

There was a short silence. Then she 
came to her mother, and, kneeling on the 
floor, laid her head on her shoulder with a 
little sigh of contentment, and a whispered 

'Mother! 

There was a world of confidence in that 
one word. It made Signora da Costa's 
task an easy one, and rendered preparation 
needless. 

' I think you understand what this visit 
may mean ? ' she said, laying a caressing 
hand on the auburn head. ' Remember, I 
only say what it may mean, for we will never 
bind you to anything against your will, 
carina. But I cannot doubt Silvano. He 
has only to see you, to know you, my sweet 
one, for his dream to be realised. But, 
unless you wish it, the visit need mean 
nothing to you. You know I have always 
told you that love is the mainspring of 
happiness. It is not likely then that I 
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should raise a finger to lose for you what 
I believe to be the sweetest thing in life.' 

1 1 have you— and my father/ said Amore, 
drawing closer to her ; c what more could I 
want ? ' 

'A lover, my child/ whispered her 
mother; 'a lover in your husband/ 

' And you, mother ? What would you do 
without me ? ' 

4 Ah, we will not talk of that ! We must 
think of you, Amore. You are twenty-one 
to-day. Most girls are married before that ; 
but we were selfish — we could not spare you. 
But now you are old enough to see some- 
thing of the world. And if — if nothing 
happens to prevent it, we must take you to 
Rome next winter, and see how you like 
gaieties and excitement. Does the idea 
smile to you ? ' 

She received no answer; and looking 
down, she saw that the girl was in some 
radiant reverie that had brought a most 
joyful smile to her ripe red lips. 
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A few moments later she sprang up. 

1 1 am going out for a little while, mother/ 
she said. ' You do not want me at present ?' 

1 No, child. But; keep in the shade. 
The sun is still scorching. It is only fit 
for lizards to be out in such a glare.' 

i Lizards and Englishmen, as they say. 
But it is wrong. English people do not care 
to be warm,' said Amore gaily, as she left 
her ; * and in my love of heat I am all Italian, 
you know, mother. We do not faint in the 
warm weather. We leave that to the poor 
English, who are so used to their wet, gray 
clouds that a gleam of sun frightens them 
out of their wits.' 

Half an hour later Signora da Costa saw 
her pass through the garden with a basket 
of flowers on her arm. 

It was characteristic of Anlore that she 
did not spend the hours before Silvano's 
arrival thinking of herself and of the 
impression she would make upon him, 
nor in adorning herself, that her beauty 
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might be more striking to his first glance. 
The trivial vanities and insignificant details 
so dear to other girls were foreign to her. 
There was an innate seriousness in her 
nature that gave something of a religious 
sacredness to any event that touched her 
deepest feelings. Her first instinct, after 
her conversation with Signora da Costa, 
was to be alone for a little while, to think 
over the change that was perhaps coming 
into her life. 

It seemed to her that already, on this one 
day, she had passed over the boundary 
between girlhood and womanhood, and was 
standing ready to see life's fuller mysteries 
open before her eager eyes, serenely con- 
fident that behind the shimmering veil that 
hid the future, lay nothing that was not, if 
possible, even more golden than the peaceful 
joys of her childhood. Some dim sense of 
the responsibilities and struggling efforts of 
the wider life was born in her; some dim 
comprehension that she would need the aid 
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of a loftier and more immaculate power than 
her own to brace her for the heights and 
depths of experience. 

For that there would be depths as well as 
heights she was fully conscious. She even, 
in her youthful confidence, looked forward 
to them as to what would add interest and 
action to her life. And there could be no 
depth so dark, so profound, that love would 
not be able to illume it with a light that 
would never set. 

Love ! That was to be the saving grace 
through all trouble, all terror, all pain ; so 
that the trouble would lose its bitterness, 
and the terror its agony, and the pain be no 
longer unbearable. 

So she hoped — so she believed. 

When she had filled her basket with snow- 
white Annunciation lilies, she turned her 
steps towards the hill at the back of the 
Villa da Costa. A long pergola, or flower- 
covered bower, led out of the garden, and as 
Amore passed under its festooned arcades 
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she paused a moment, looking up at the 
purple Passion-flowers that drooped their 
tender blossoms over her head. Then, 
stretching up her hand with a sudden, quick 
thought, she gathered one of the flowers and 
laid it, warm and passionate, amongst the 
delicate purity of her lilies. 

After that she wound her way slowly 
along the narrow uphill path ; now through 
orange groves, now amongst the silver-gray 
olive-trees, whose leaves seemed to shimmer 
and tremble under the fierce sun. Often she 
stopped to rest, or to look at the lovely and 
familiar scenery ; and by the time she 
reached her destination — the little church of 
Santa Maria — the afternoon was over, and the 
sun was low in the heavens. 

A service was going on when Amore 
entered the church and took her place at 
one of the rough little cane chairs that were 
scattered about the nave. From a group 
of peasants came the monotonous drone of the 
Ave Maria ; several of them turned to look 
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curiously at the Signorina who knelt among 
them, and made signs to attract the attention 
of their neighbours, without a break in their 
heedless prayer, as they let the beads of the 
Rosary slip, one by one, between their brown 
fingers. 

When service was over and the Vesper 
hymn had been sung, the picturesque throng 
of worshippers dispersed into the open air, 
with clatter of wooden shoes and gay out- 
burst of talk and laughter. The lighted 
tapers on the altar were extinguished, and 
the church was left to peace and quiet. 

Amore moved to a little chapel on her 
right, and, kneeling at the altar- rail, gave 
herself up to prayer, as she could not have 
done when the peasants, with their wander- 
ing glances and inattention, were around 
her. But now she was free to pour out her 
hopes, her glad wonder, her thankfulness, 
to Madonna Mary the Mother of Love, she 
who, from her Beatitude in Heaven, looked 
down with ineffable sympathy, and tenderest 
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pity on the maidens and mothers who 
laid before her their little human joys and 
sorrows and heart-secrets. She alone could 
understand the sacred innocence of the girl's 
thoughts, the pure passionateness of a heart 
that was as white and sinless as the very 
lilies, amongst whose waxen petals she had, 
with such unconscious symbolism, laid her 
purple-hued Passion-flowers. 

When the girl had ended her prayer and 
made her little flower-offering, she felt a 
sudden consciousness that she was being 
watched ; and, slowly turning, she met 
the eyes of a stranger fixed upon her with 
an intensity of admiration that brought the 
ready colour hurrying to her cheeks. 

Was the answer to her prayer for guid- 
ance so quickly vouchsafed ? 

Meeting him here, like this, whilst the 
devotional fervour was still upon her, could 
she fail to believe that this was a sign that 
the Madonna sanctioned her love-dream, and 
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had sent Silvano, himself, to plead the cause 
of love ? 

So it was that, when she saw Guido della 
Varazia, she turned to him with the sudden, 
flashing smile of a girl who welcomes her 
lover, so full of gladness was it. 
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' Even so, when first I saw you, seemed it, love, 
That among souls allied to mine was yet 
One nearer kindred than life hinted at.' 

ROSSETTI. 

When Amore da Costa greeted Guido della 
Varazia with that sweet and confiding smile, 
he was nearer being carried away by a thrill 
of exquisite delight than he had been since 
his enthusiastic boyhood. For a moment the 
fantastic idea passed through his brain that 
each was to the other the long-sought affinity 
that exists, somewhere or other in the world, 
for every human being ; that perhaps, just 
as he recognised in her his ideal of beauty, 
if not also something better and higher, so, 
too, she felt instinctively that a subtle mag- 
netism drew them together in a spiritual 
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communion apart from the rest of the 
world. 

But the thought was only momentary. 
He had his message to deliver , and at the 
sound of his voice the mystic charm that was 
over them changed into reality, passing away 
for ever into one of those radiant, almost 
ecstatic memories that never return a second 
time into a man's life. 

1 Your pardon, Signorina/ he began ; ' I 
have been asked to tell you from the 
Signora, your mother, that she is waiting for 
you on the hillside. She was tired with 
walking, and as I had seen you pass this 
way, I begged to be allowed to deliver her 
message to you/ 

Whilst he spoke, a shade of perplexity 
crossed the girl's brow. 

' Signorina ! ' How strange of her cousin 
to address her like that. The formality checked 
the glad welcome that was on her lips ; and 
she answered, rather embarrassed, 'Ah, my 
poor mother! How inconsiderate lam! It 
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was good of you to take the trouble to fetch 
me . . . S ignore.' 

1 May I escort you back to her ? ' ventured 
Guido, as he held aside for her the heavy 
screen at the church door. 'Or is it an 
impertinence to ask ? ' 

She glanced up at him with an amused 
smile hovering about her lips, and hesitated, 
as though not quite sure what to make of 
him. Then answered, with a low, soft laugh 
that was not without a hidden and gentle 
mockery, 'Why, yes, I should think so, 
Signore' 

She puzzled Guido. Was she laughing at 
him for some reason of which he was ignor- 
ant ; or was it her custom to address with 
this friendly, scarce -concealed raillery any 
stranger who chose to accost her ? 

But another glance at the girl walking by 
his side made him ashamed of the implied 
blame in the last conjecture, as soon as it 
had entered his head. 

There was nothing of over-freedom in her 
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manner; it was rather the quiet confidence 
of an innate simplicity that knew no evil. 

Yet she did not look a child. Even her 
movements, in their slow and languid grace, 
were not exactly those of a girl; and her 
gestures, when she turned her head, or when 
she lifted her heavy -lidded eyes, had the 
quiet dignity of a woman who had outgrown 
the quick impulsiveness of youth. 

Their path lay through an orange grove, 
the terraces of sweet-smelling orange-blossom 
above and below them forming a fairy-like 
bridal bower, under which Amore, a white- 
robed spirit of love, passed like the loveliest 
bride in the world. 

Guido felt that he must make her look at 
him again with her fathomless eyes. 

1 Your country is a very beautiful one/ he 
said, stopping before a rift in the trees, 
between whose soft white framework they 
caught an exquisite glimpse of the Carrara 
mountains, where a faint reflection of the 
sunset still lingered. ' I am a Roman, but 
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when I want a draught of pure, natural 
beauty I always come to the Levantine 
Riviera. Look at that vision ! One would 
say that the Carraras were not mountains of 
solid, rough marble, but of glittering topaz.' 

Amore looked up quickly, her brows 
drawn together, and a startled wonder in 
her face. 

'Yes, yes/ she answered, her voice rather 
hard and cold ; ' but let us hurry on. My 
mother will be anxious. It was very thought- 
less of me to stay out so late.' 

She hurried down the path, and did not 
speak again until she had reached the spot 
where Signora da Costa was waiting for 
her. 

She could not understand it. Was this a 
stranger? Not Silvano after all? It must 
be so. For one thing, had she paused to 
reason about it, she must have seen that this 
was a man between thirty and forty, not a 
boy of her own age. And, again, Silvano's 
hair and eyes were darker, and, unless he 
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had greatly altered since she knew him, his 
expression could not have so utterly lost the 
typical vivacity of the Italian temperament, 
in exchange for the self-controlled austerity 
of the philosopher. 

She. was longing to be alone with her 
mother, to question her about this mysterious 
stranger. Evidently he was an artist ; there 
were his easel and half-finished sketch, and 
his palette and colours lying on the grass 
where he had left them. 

She was so lost in conjectures that she did 
not hear her mother speaking to her, until 
after the Signora had twice addressed her. 
Then she found that the stranger was being 
introduced to her as Signor Guido della 
Varazia, a name which, though it sounded 
vaguely familiar, did not convey anything to 
her mind, until she heard Signora da Costa 
saying something about her pleasure in 
making acquaintance with one who had 
already given her so much delight by his 
charming poems. 
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1 They have been great favourites of ours, 
have they not, Amore ? ' she said. 

Amore smiled and nodded her acquies- 
cence, but said nothing. She remembered 
Signora da Costa lamenting over the ab- 
struseness of Delia Varazia's later poems, 
declaring that they were quite beyond her 
comprehension. ' Very finely - expressed 
metaphysics/ the Cavaliere had agreed ; 
'but not poetry pure and simple/ 

However, Guido chose to imagine a 
sympathy in Amore's smile that expressed 
her silent appreciation of his gifts; and 
though he was too well used to the criticism 
of the general world to set much value on 
its opinion, or to regret its incapacity for 
following his mental flights, he could not 
help a sense of satisfaction in thinking that 
this girl grasped and understood his meaning. 

But even if his poetry soared above 
the pretty and sentimental commonplaces 
dear to her heart, that did not prevent 
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Signora da Costa from feeling a respectful 
admiration for and hero-worship of a well- 
known poet and artist ; and she wound up 
her expressions of gratitude for his kindness 
by an invitation to accompany them home 
to dinner to meet the Cavaliere, who would 
be delighted to make his acquaintance. 

'This naughty child of mine has made 
us very late/ she concluded as they walked 
leisurely down the hill. ' But it is the 
privilege of children to keep their parents 
waiting, and her father does not know how 
to scold her. Besides, we had fortunately 
postponed the dinner -hour this evening. 
We expected a friend from Rome. But I 
have just had a letter saying that he is forced 
to put off his visit for a few days. He has 
had a touch of Roman fever, poor boy. So 
I hope, S ignore, you will take his vacant 
place at our table ? ' 

Guido bowed his acceptance with a little 
cynical amusement at the situation ; he did 
not usually make friends so rapidly with 
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gushing ladies who admired, but were 
secretly bored and puzzled by his works ; 
and already, as he listened to the Signora's 
amiable little commonplaces, he was begin- 
ning to regret the wearisome evening that 
was to come. 

Amore followed a few paces behind her 
mother and Guido. If she had felt a pang 
of disappointment on hearing of Silvano's 
non-arrival, it was not so much because his 
visit was deferred as because her strange 
little enthusiasm of expectant love had been 
thrown away on a stranger, instead of being 
a gift to Silvano, of whom she had thought 
and hoped such wonderful things. She had 
felt so sure that, in some mysterious manner, 
love himself had come to her, after her 
prayer to the Madonna; and when she 
remembered how she had smiled in eager 
welcome, her cheeks burned with shame and 
confusion. 

1 1 wish it had been Silvano/ she said 
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again and again to herself. ' It ought to 
have been Silvano. He can never come at 
quite such a right moment. It seemed as if 
even our Lady in Heaven was blessing my 
dream. And then, after all, there was 
nothing; only a stranger. A stranger who 
must have wondered at my familiarity. Oh, 
it ought to have been Silvano/ 

That evening spent with the Da Costas 
was not so wearisome as Delia Varazia had 
expected, and showed him a phase of 
existence which had not often seemed worth 
speculating upon in his calculations of the 
scheme of things. 

It was that calm, serenely-happy family- 
life which Lorenzo Fabei had once quoted 
as his ideal, and which Guido had scoffed 
at as void of beauty and interest. The 
domestic relations had but small attraction 
for him ; and though, when younger, he had 
pictured to himself the refinement and sacred 
charm of home-life and home-ties, he had 
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always shrunk from testing the reality, lest 
the disillusion should prove too sharp and 
overwhelming to be borne. 

By degrees, as he grew older, marriage 
conveyed to his mind mere monotony 
and insipidity, and his exclusive habits, 
which seldom led him into the private homes 
of his friends, prevented him from learning 
by experience that on rare occasions Fabei's 
dream becomes a reality, invested with a 
singular beauty that is intensified by the 
sanctity of a self-renunciation that has had 
no place in the dream. 

But his perception of the delightful 
sympathy, and deep, if undemonstrative, 
affection that seemed to underlie the cheerful 
serenity of the Da Costa family, brought 
with it a sense of healthy felicity that made 
the world of abstractions, in which he him- 
self lived, very remote and fragile in its 
indistinctness. 

He was reminded of those pictures, left 
us by certain classical writers, of the chaste 
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beauty and orderliness of some of the ancient 
Greek households. Here was the same 
atmosphere of dignity and refinement, a sweet 
privacy which no one from the outside world 
might violate, very refreshing to the jaded 
senses of a man thoroughly impregnated with 
the irritating complexities of modern thought. 

The courtesy and intelligence of the 
Cavaliere (a fine gentleman of the old 
school), the matronly graciousness of his wife, 
the love and respect given them by their 
daughter, all contributed to the harmony of 
the picture ; and the whole tone of the place, 
from the unostentatious luxury and comfort 
of the rooms, with their judicious mingling 
of English homeliness with Italian art, to 
the interesting beauty of Amore, awoke a 
responsive chord in Delia Varazia's fastidious 
nature. 

The Signora da Costa was goodness and 
amiability itself; but Guido quickly gauged 
that there was little more in her character 
than what was on the surface. He preferred 
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the quiet humour and shrewdness of the 
Cavaliere, who was a clever man in his way, — 
well-read, and with a clear, practical insight 
into things which was in strong contrast with 
his wife's essentially feminine view of life. 

It pleased Guido to assume that Amore 
had inherited her father's intellect, with her 
mother's lovableness ; though even then he 
was unable to account for the profound, and, 
as it were, spiritual intellectuality that, if he 
was any judge of physiognomy, was her chief 
characteristic. 

After dinner, when they were all sitting 
on the terrace, in a silver- world of moonlight, 
he made several attempts to draw her out of 
her shell of silent reserve. But it seemed to 
be an effort to her to join the conversation of 
her elders ; she sat quietly by her mothers 
side, her dreamy eyes fixed now on her 
father's face, now on that of Guido, as if by 
watching the play of their countenances she 
could see farther into the meaning of their 
words. 
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As a matter of fact she did not always 
even try to follow the conversation when it 
left the field of her girlish understanding. 
But never before had she heard any one talk 
so eloquently as Guido talked on art or 
literature, or who could lend to the little 
commonplaces of ordinary conversation such 
vivid colouring, — passing on from the most 
trivial subject to something deeper and 
larger, that moved and interested her even 
if she could not always keep, pace with the 
swift intuitiveness of his intellect. 

He was a poet, an artist. That alone 
was enough to stir the imagination of a girl 
who had met no one, hitherto, outside her 
small home -circle; and besides, in spite of 
their short acquaintance, there was already 
the delightful Freemasonry of sympathy 
between them. A sudden thought strikes me ; 
let us swear an eternal friendship. 

Having once got hold of a lion of such 
magnitude as Guido della Varazia, it was 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Ill A LOVER OF THE BEAUTIFUL 65 

not likely that Signora da Costa would 
refrain from making the most of him. She 
plied him with questions on every conceiv- 
able subject, trying to enlist his praise on 
behalf of the sentimental rhymesters and 
poetasters dear to her heart, begging him to 
explain his own poems, and to tell her if he 
called himself romanticist, humanist, idealist, 
realist, or any other 'ist,' until poor Guido's 
patience would have been taxed to its utmost, 
if it had not been that he had an object 
in regard to the daughter, which was only 
attainable through the good graces of the 
mother. 

' I call myself neither realist nor idealist,' 
he said at last, half annoyed at the* Signora's 
enthusiastic persistency, half pleased to be 
able to air his opinions for the benefit of 
the girl whose eyes spoke such unfeigned 
sympathy. ' I don't choose to be tied down 
to the rules and limitations of any school. 
I profess to be nothing but a lover of the 
beautiful." 

F 
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' Nevertheless, I repeat that you are an 
idealist. Please do not disappoint me/ 
answered the Signora. ' Modern realism, as 
exemplified in the French school, has no 
place in your art, S ignore.' 

1 Ah, si / If you take it in that sense I 
certainly repudiate having anything to do with 
it It is the realism of all that is low and 
ugly. It disgusts me mentally and physically. 
I prefer to shut my eyes to such things.' 

1 Anzi. If you can ! ' put in the Cavaliere 
quietly. 

'Well, we all can if we like. Most 
of us don't like. The serpent in us makes 
us prefer to grovel.' 

'And the coward in us makes us turn 
away our eyes. It is a case in which 
extremes meet,' said the Cavaliere, with a 
half smile on his lips. 

He was leaning against the marble 
balustrade, apparently watching the fitful 
sparks of his cigar gleaming like glow-worms, 
but, in fact, very much awake to the attrac- 
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tion a certain white-robed figure at his side 
seemed to exercise over the artist. 

' You are wrong — wrong ! ' cried Guido. i I 
appeal to you, Signora — to you, Signorina.' 

' Yes, yes, Federigo/ said Signora da 
Costa soothingly, half afraid of a quarrel. 
' It must surely be best to look at what 
is high, and so keep one's thoughts high ? ' 

And Amore added rather shyly, but not 
so low that Guido's listening ears could not 
overhear the words — 

' Love, which moves the Sun and all the 
Stars' 

'Per Baccol I will not stir from this 
seat until I have got leave to paint her pic- 
ture/ Guido inwardly vowed. 

She was sitting near to her father, leaning 
her head against the white marble that shone 
silver in the moonlight. Close to her, a 
bush of oleanders, heavy with fragrance, 
traced its delicate pale pink petals against 
the deep, transparent blueness of the wide 
moonlit sky. Down below them, there 
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were gleams of white shingle circling the 
silver sea. It was a dream-world of deep 
yet lustrous blue, and mellow silver lights 
relieved by that one burst of fair rose- 
coloured oleanders. 

'Well, we will not discuss morals now. 
It is a profitless discussion at any time/ said 
the Cavaliere. ' If Signor della Varazia 
means that what is low and ugly has no 
place in art, I yield him the argument. But 
isn't this realism for you? A June night 
like this, with nightingales for sentimental 
women, a moonlight scene for the artists, 
and a good cigar for the prosaic, like your 
servant. What more could we get out of 
your idealism ? ' 

' Nothing,' assented Guido. ' Some 
things are in themselves ideal ; them we 
cannot realise in art. What we can realise 
is the lower order of things ; hence realism 
has come to be a term for what is base, or 
rather the obtrusiveness in art of a low and 
ugly element which one is able to overlook 
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in actual fact, but cannot avoid seeing when 
it is put before us in a book or picture. As 
long as idealism means the idea of good, of 
the true, of the beautiful, it must be higher — 
on the whole more pleasurable — than a 
realism which, at best, means only the truth 
of fact, the beauty visible, and leaves out the 
good altogether as a superfluity, since it does 
not exist as a permanent fact in reality.' 

' Sz, si! All I mean is that realistic 
landscape art gives us more of the ideal charm 
of nature than an invented scene, though 
the latter may be choked with thought, and 
every separate detail as accurate as you like.' 

' It depends on what you want to express. 
Change Leonardo's background in "Our 
Lady of the Rocks " for real sea and rock, 
and you lose the spiritual, mystical element 
Realism is only, more or less, a clever 
imitation. Thought — that is what we must 
have in the highest art.' 

' Thought ? Nonsense ! ' exclaimed the 
Cavaliere. ' See here, Signore. Will you 
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make a trial ? You paint me a picture of my 
child here, — just as she is, mind, — with no 
thought added beyond what you see in her 
face. Then we will see how the ideal 
stands against the real. Will you do it ? ' 

'Per Dio ! Yes!' cried Guido, hardly 
able to conceal his satisfaction at having 
obtained the one thing he had been leading 
up to the whole evening. ' I give you my 
word that I will work my best for you, if the 
Signorina will allow me/ 

It was quite against his rule to paint 
portraits ; but this was an exceptional case, 
and when, at last, the pleasant evening came 
to an end, he left his new friends with the 
promise to come back to Z-ia in a week's 
time, as soon as he had finished certain 
business which called him next day to Rome. 

After he had said good-night, Signora da 
Costa came to Amore, and lingered for a 
few moments by her side, looking at the calm 
serious face. 

1 1 am very sorry about Silvano,' she 
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said presently ; ' were you too much dis- 
appointed, Amore ? But I hope he will still 

come in a fortnight or so. The attack was 

» 

not very serious, he says/ 

1 Poor Silvano. How tiresome for him,' 
said Amore indifferently ; adding in her 
dreamy way, 'He is very clever. I am 
glad to think he is coming back again.' 
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' Her voice was as the voice of his own soul 
Heard in the calm of thought.' — Shelley. 

During his hasty visit to Rome, Delia 
Varazia's renewed interest and enthusiasm 
had not time to evaporate, and when he 
returned to Z-ia to begin the portrait of 
Amore, he set to work with an energy to 
which he had for a long time been a stranger. 
He was full of conviction that now was 
the time for him to make that supreme 
effort for which, during many years, he had 
been training and raising his faculties. He 
had never lost the power or the delight of 
originating lofty and mystical conceptions ; 
where he failed was in the achievement, and 
even in the mere endeavour to achieve. A 
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consciousness of having always fallen very 
far short of his ideal destroyed all the 
buoyancy of confidence and courageous 
vigour, without which work of the highest 
order is impossible ; and his self-centred life 
of strenuous intellectual development had 
gradually engendered in him a morbid dis- 
satisfaction with the inevitable failure of all 
human endeavour, — a shrinking reluctance 
to test his own powers until he felt himself 
fitted for that certain success which, with all 
men, remains for ever far off" in a problematical 
future. 

Thus, whilst he pierced deeper and 
deeper into the mysteries of speculative 
thought, becoming more and more the 
philosopher or metaphysician, he lost much 
of the poetry of warm, human emotion which 
was the one thing needful to the perfecting 
of his art. As with so many others who 
have failed to redeem the promise of their 
early manhood, it seemed that the wings of 
his genius just lacked power to soar up into 
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the clearest atmosphere of truth ; and in 
straining to brace them by the simple force 
of mental concentration he misunderstood 
the vital issues ; what they wanted was the 
softening and vivifying unction of love. His 
soul lay, like a sleeping Endymion, on some 
cold, clear, mountain height, afar from the 
throbbing humanity of the lower world. 
Was it waiting there until some 'chaste 
Dian's kiss* should awaken it to life and love ? 
We know Guido's theory of love. Like 
all his theories it was as impracticable and 
visionary as it was pure and refined, — too 
refined for strength, too ideal for endurance. 
Fortunately he was so well aware of this 
idiosyncrasy of his that he was not likely to 
marry under the impulse of a passing 
attraction. He knew that the intimacy of 
married life would be accompanied by too 
many prosaic illusions to make it worth the 
price ; and he often laughingly declared that 
he could imagine no greater misfortune for 
a woman than that of being his wife. 
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It need scarcely be added that in finding 
his ideal of beauty — that is, intellectual and 
spiritual beauty — in Amore da Costa, he never 
for an instant looked upon her from any other 
than an aesthetic point of view. He was 
deeply struck and charmed ; more so than he 
had ever been before by any other woman ; 
and, possibly, as time went on, he con- 
templated forming with her one of those 
ideal friendships of which he had so often 
dreamed. 

With Guido there could be no unpre- 
meditated falling into love. All love worthy 
the name, as he understood it, was the 
deliberate choice of soul and intellect, not an 
unreasoning impulse of the affections. 

After this spiritual communion he craved 
with his whole nature; and perhaps his 
growing certitude that it never can be 
realised on earth was more than half the 
reason of his increasing inaction and self- 
effacement. 

Luckily, the discovery of what he 
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considered a perfect type of beauty gave 
a spur to his decaying energies. As the 
portrait of Amore da Costa grew under 
his skilful touch, once more his mind was 
filled with imaginings of beautiful pictures, in 
which her face would tell to the world, in 
language richer than words, the high dreams 
of his soul, and guide the multitude from 
their worship of merely sensuous objects to 
an appreciation of the elevating loveliness 
of intellectual beauty. 

Often Amore would turn away her face, 
with a troubled blush, under the piercing 
ardour of his gaze. It seemed as if he 
wished every line of her features, every 
swiftly-passing expression that flitted across 
her face, to be imprinted on his memory for 
ever ; as though he tried to fathom her 
heart, that he might read there what was not 
already written in her eyes. 

It was not often that he was alone with 
her. Signora da Costa or the Cavaliere 
was generally present at the sittings, so that 
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Amore was relegated to her customary 
position as listener to whatever conversation 
took place, without joining in it otherwise 
than as her glowing eyes spoke for her. 

Thus it was always through the medium 
of her expressive looks and ways that Guido 
chose to imagine he was fathoming her mind 
and character, believing* that the deep and 
dreamy seriousness, peculiar to her cast of 
countenance, was indeed her very souls 
expression. 

He soon began to feel quite a sense of 
possession, as if he had an exclusive right 
to the friendship of the Da Costas ; and it 
was almost with a feeling of annoyance that he 
heard of the expected visit of Silvano da Costa. 

' My cousin Silvano is coming to-day/ 
said Amore one afternoon, breaking one of 
those long silences that often fell between 
them when they were alone together. ' Do 
you know him? I believe he is very gay. 
If so, how dull he will find us here.' 
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' No. I do not know him/ answered 
Guido, who was busily working at his picture, 
with occasional glances at his model sit- 
ting there patiently under a great oleander 
shrub. i I have not much acquaintance with 
fashionable young fellows like your cousin. 
We don't care for each other. But this 
cousin — this Silvano — he is a very charming 
boy?' 

' So they say.' 

' You are glad he is coming ? Perhaps 
you find it dull here, too, Signorina/ 

' Not dull. But— well, to tell you the truth, 
Signore, I want some one to share my 
ignorance. It is humiliating to sit like a 
statue, understanding nothing, when you 
and my father talk about one interesting 
thing after another. I don't feel as if Silvano 
would be very clever/ 

' Do we bore you with all our jargon ? ' 

' No, no, I like it/ she said eagerly. 
' But it makes me discontented. It shows 
me, more and more, how stupid I am/ 
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'You are not stupid, Signorina/ said 
Guido kindly, pausing for an instant in his 
work to take in the wistfulness that had 
fallen like a shadow over her beautiful face ; 
' you are only shy and diffident/ 

She shook her head. 

* It is not that. I cannot join in your talk 
because it is beyond me, — so far beyond that 
it would be impossible for me to reach it. I 
have always been slow and stupid. But it is 
only lately that I have felt how much I miss 
— how much there is to know.' 

'You are young. You will learn. You 
have the advantage of knowing that the best 
part of your life is before you, to make what 
you like of it. With us the best is over, — 
wasted, a dead loss of energies flung after 
vain chimeras. We have bought what petty 
knowledge we possess with our best hopes 
and aspirations. It is the way of the world/ 

' You have not/ she said quickly, — 'you 
have not flung away your energies! You 
have worked, and won success. You love 
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knowledge, and that, too, you have won. 
It seems to me that you are to be envied.' 

1 It may seem so to others ; but they are 
mistaken/ answered Guido, setting to work 
again, 'A man can himself be the only 
reliable judge of his own success. It 
depends on his ambitions. Other people 
only see where he strikes — not where he 
has aimed. What truth is sadder than this, 
that no one of high aspirations has ever 
reached his ideal ? No one else can help to 
bring it to him. It is what constitutes the 
profound loneliness of life/ 

'Ah! that I cannot understand,' said 
Amore, with an intonation of pity in her 
voice. 'You know, my mother says that 
without love life would not be worth living ; 
she has never let me know what loneliness 
means.' 

1 Love ?' repeated Guido scornfully. ' That 
is the saddest of the chimeras. If we had 
never dreamed of an unattainable love, we 
never should have felt the utter loneliness 
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of existence, and the futility of all earthly 
striving.' 

1 Not unattainable ; ' and the girl raised to 
him her dreamy eyes full of soft and tender 
light. ' It comes once in a lifetime to us all. 
It is not adream, but life in its fullest perfection.' 

1 No, no. Believe me, Signorina, you are 
making the mistake we all make!' cried 
Guido impetuously. ' The dream - love, if 
realised, would indeed be the perfect life. 
But it will not and cannot come. I thought 
like you when I was your age. But it did 
not come to me ; and I am not sure that I 
regret it. The reality might have turned 
out to be a very gross and material affair, 
which would have effectually warped one's 
higher nature.' 

Amore shook her head with a little air of 
wisdom, and smiled incredulously. 

1 Oh, but I am not going to believe that. 
I have read your poems, remember. You 
could not have written some that I could 
mention, unless you had felt them.' 

G 
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Guido laughed. He was beginning to 
have a shrewd suspicion that the poems she 
referred to were ones he considered not 
worth a lira. He was too much accustomed 
to hearing women quote them as his best 
work! 

1 Do you think poets never write of any- 
thing they have not felt ? ' he asked. ' I am 
afraid they do. When one feels any emotion 
very acutely, it is impossible to analyse it, 
and one has, therefore, no business to write 
about it. Did you believe that, to be 
eloquent, a man must write with his heart s 
blood, as the novelists say ? Not he, Sig- 
norina. All the greatest work, in art or 
literature, has come from the inspiration of 
a clear-sighted intellect, not, as poetasters 
try to persuade us, from confused and 
transient emotions of the heart. Ah! 
Felice sera, Cavaliere!' he added, as the 
Cavaliere entered the room, where he was 
fond of coming for a half -hours chat with 
the artist. 'You find us at the beginning 
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of a discussion. Signorina Amore likes to 
think that all the famous productions of art 
have cost their authors pangs to which those 
of Prometheus on Etna were mere child's 
play/ 

1 Instead of being the result of cold band- 
ages, and plenty of black coffee. Is that 
what you have told her ? ' answered the 
Cavaliere, coming up behind Guido, and 
looking over his shoulder at the half-finished 
picture. 

1 Not quite. But great intellectual power 
is calm and serene, not bubbling over with 
hot desires of the blood. Why, to take 
a notable instance, Signorina, look at your 
English Shakespeare. There is plenty of 
real and vivid passion in his plays ; but he is 
not swept away by it. He does not convey 
to us the idea that he, himself, had felt any 
overwhelming emotions — that he lived what 
he wrote. That is the marvellous thing. It 
is the same with Dante. He viewed man- 
kind from a superior standpoint, beyond its 
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influence, whence he embraced the whole 
moral scheme of the world in one glance; 
and then he invested it with his own sublime 
spirit, touching every phase of life with the 
magic wand of genius.' 

' Is that genius?' questioned Amore, with a 
shade of dissent in her voice. ' You make 
it seem very cold, Signore. And I thought 

Dante But yes, yes ; I suppose it must 

be so/ 

She felt that there was something in 
Guido's theory unsympathetic to her pre- 
conceived notions of the inspired motive- 
power of art. She did not wish to believe 
him, and glanced up at her father with an 
unconscious appeal in her eyes. 

The Cavaliere was looking at the artist 
with puzzled scrutiny. The man's curious 
inconsistencies baffled him. He could not 
satisfy himself whether Guido really 
believed all the doctrines he formulated, 
or whether he purposely tried to conceal 
the fiery ardour of a poetic tempera- 
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ment from the eyes of an inquisitive 
world. 

He smiled, half amused, at Amore's 
reluctant acceptance of what, to her young 
enthusiasm, seemed a very chilling definition 
of the poet's 'divine afflatus.' Nothing 
could have been in more direct opposition 
to Signora da Costa's romantic teaching. 

' Amore thinks you make genius too much 
of an icicle. She believes that it is some- 
thing of the nature of a scorching volcano. 
Is it not so, carina?' said the Cavaliere, 
nodding reassuringly to the girl. ' I know 
nothing about poets — not I, by the body of 
"Bacchus. I leave all that to women and 
girls. But I have my theories, such as they 
are. I will concede to you that there is one 
form of genius that smells of the fire ; it fills 
us with regrets and longing ; its cry is that 
there is nothing but misery under the sun. 
I daresay it is all very fine in its way. But 
I say it is a cowardly way. The highest 
genius rises above this. Not, I believe, 
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with all due deference to you, Signore, 
because it does not feel, but because it has a 
clearer vision, a livelier faith, and a courage 
strong enough to live down and conquer, not 
run away from, the fierce emotions that 
swamp a feebler nature/ 

Delia Varazia had left his easel, and was 
pacing slowly up and down the room, as he 
often did during discussions that interested 
him. His keen eyes kept flashing from 
Amore to the Cavaliere, from the Cavaliere 
to Amore, full of a questioning that could 
not easily be expressed in words. 

' Perhaps I do not understand — perhaps it 
is what is wanting in me/ he said musingly. 
1 Perhaps it is the secret of my failure. 
What can I say ? How reconcile the 
doctrine of an entirely earthly struggle and 
victory with the beautiful Platonic idea of 
freeing the soul from the body, and letting 
the disembodied intellect gaze, untrammelled 
by fleshly desires, upon absolute truth and 
beauty ? Would not the mere fact of fight- 
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ing against what is coarse and sordid, lower 
the capacity for unalloyed thought and pure 
ideality? Earthly passion is essentially 
lowering and weakening. We must rise 
superior to it, or else fall beneath its black 
and fire-scorched wings.' 

He had paused before Amore, and was 
addressing himself to her. 

An influence, stronger than herself, 
swayed her in tacit obedience to his will, 
forcing her to return his gaze with one long 
look of mute, but infinite, comprehension. 
The very magnetism of his glance seemed 
to draw from the fathomless depths of her 
eyes a responsive flash of subtle and mys- 
tic thought, straight from the unutterable 
visions of an unexplored and guileless soul. 

It filled Guido with sudden exaltation. 

She understood him. The same yearn- 
ings and aspirations that had shaped his 
life lay dormant within her, awaiting the 
master-hand that should touch them into con- 
sciousness. Here, if anywhere, was the 
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Amor Intellectualis which would be the 
completion of his being; the kindred spirit 
that would help him onward to stand face to 
face with that absolute beauty of which he 
had just spoken to her. 

But in a moment the electric chain of 
sympathy had snapt, and the girl rose to her 
feet, slowly stretching her arms above her 
head, 

' I am tired/ she said, crossing over to the- 
Cavaliere. ' If you will excuse me, Signore, 
I will not sit to you any more to-day; I am 
afraid I make a very bad model. It would 
be different if it was winter. But in June ! 
It is a sin to stay indoors in such weather.' 

' You will never finish her picture until we 
have a few rainy days/ said the Cavaliere 
indulgently. i But what would you have ? 
The child thinks that because she was born 
at the time of birds and flowers, she has a 
right to live amongst them from morning till 
night; and her mother indulges her in all 
her follies. Shall we be weak too, Signore ? 
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The heat is overpowering indoors. There 
must be a storm coming.' 

1 1 am ready/ assented Guido, flinging 
down his brush ; ' work is a delusion in. this 
weather ; the very lizards are wiser than we. 
I am prepared to follow the Signorina from 
here to the Carraras, if she wills it.' 

I Listen/ said Amore, as voices were 
heard talking and laughing in the loggia ; ' it 
must be Silvano. I recognise his laugh. 
He was the merriest boy in the world ; wasn't 
he, father ?' 

'And the noisiest. His animal spirits 
are unquenchable, his intellect distinctly un- 
developed. I wonder what you will think 
of him, Signore ? ' said the Cavaliere, who 
expected some secret amusement to be got 
out of two such very opposite characters as 
Delia Varazia and Silvano. 

I I am not afraid/ answered Guido, who 
to tell the truth, pictured the unintellectual 
youth with ' animal spirits ' to be a most 
unprepossessing boor who tried to make up 
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for lack of wit and manners by noise and 
buffoonery. 

But the next minute the owner of these 
objectionable spirits was in the room, and 
making those very spirits felt in a way that 
disarmed Guido's prejudices the moment he 
spoke to him and shook hands with him. 
He was not noisy, but sparkling with gaiety 
and good spirits, handsome as Italian men 
can be, and as natural and unaffected as a 
boy of eighteen. Signora da Costa, who 
had brought him into the room, had drawn 
back, to let him meet his cousin undisturbed. 
This was a moment that made her maternal 
heart flutter with such pride and delight that 
tears began to brim over in her kind, senti- 
mental eyes. What mother does not live 
over again in the love affairs of her daughters? 

As for Silvano, for a second his volubility 
was checked as he met again the little friend 
of his youth, grown into such a vision of 
beautiful womanhood. He had been pre- 
pared to kiss her, as he used to do, with 
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cousinly familiarity ; but now something 
held him back. The colour rushed into his 
dark face as he bent his head and looked 
down on the hand she held out to him. 

But no blush came into Amores face, not 
a sign of shy trepidation into her eyes. She 
was as calm and cool as a lily, smiling with 
a kind of indulgent superiority on her boy 
admirer. He had come too late to find 
the key to her blushes ; another hand had 
stolen it. 
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CHAPTER V 

* I have played with her as a child. 1 — TENNYSON. 

' Who is this fellow who seems to have be- 
witched you all?' asked Silvano suddenly. 
' This grave-eyed Apollo whose mouth giveth 
forth nothing but wisdom ? ' 

The cousins, thanks to frantic manoeuvres 
on the part of Signora da Costa, were alone 
together, climbing up the hill through massy- 
foliaged chestnut woods, where the air — 
what little there was of it — was sleepy and 
sultry as in a hot-house, and the very flies 
hung motionless in the vaporous heat. 

' You mean Signor della Varazia ? ' 
answered Amore decorously and still rather 
shy. ' He is the artist, you know. He is 
painting my portrait/ 
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' He is, is he ?' retorted Silvano quickly. 
' A thousand maledictions on him.' 

Amore tossed off her large hat and 
fanned herself lazily as she walked. 

* Why should not I have my picture done 
as well as any one else ? ' she asked. 

' I don't know. Except that I object to a 
stranger like that having the impudence to 
sit staring at you by the hour together/ said 
Silvano, thinking what a lovely colour were 
the curls that waved off her forehead, ' How 
can you stand it, Amore ? ' 

Amore blushed, murmured that she had 
never thought of it in that light, and hinted 
delicately that since her father did not mind, 
it was not Silvano s business to find fault. 

He was on the point of answering that it 
did matter very much to him, but another 
look at her checked him. There was some- 
thing cold and stately about her that 
embarrassed him ; he could not tell that it 
arose simply from intense shyness. 

1 It is very hot here/ he said. ' Let's 
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climb to the top of the hill, and see if we can 
get any fresh air. There are such a lot of 
things I want to talk about It is six years 
since I was last here/ 

' Yes. You are not a bit altered, 
Silvano/ 

' You are. To tell the truth I am rather 
afraid of you/ 

'Of me? Why?' 

' In old days you were, — well, you were 
younger/ said Silvano lamely. 'What a 
devil of a path. Let me help you ? Doesn't 
it hurt your feet ? ' 

* I like it. I have not had a good 
scramble for ages and ages — not since' you 
were here before/ 

The rough path, with its round stones 
smooth and slippery after the dry weather, 
stiffened and narrowed as it coiled round the 
crest of the hill. There was barely room for 
them to walk abreast. Far below lay 
terraced fields and plantations, gold and 
green ; whilst the motionless gray sea lay 
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asleep under the hot iron-gray sky. Every 
now and then a puff of sulphurous wind 
passed over it, blackening it for a moment 
with long low ripples. A jagged and tawny 
cloud hung over the white peak of a distant 
snow mountain. 

'There will be a storm. We ought 
to turn back/ said Silvano reluctantly. 
' Vexation/ 

'You may/ answered Amore, her spirits 
rising. ' But I mean to reach the top, storm 
or no storm/ 

The chestnut trees had given place to 
pines, tall and straight. The rising breeze 
was beginning to wake in their restful, dark 
branches that brushed black against the 
gathering saffron clouds. A long sighing 
roll of thunder came climbing over the hills, 
and passed away in broken moans over the 
faintly-stirring sea. 

' Isn't it splendid to watch a storm 
coming? ' exclaimed Amore, as they paused 
on the bare sunburnt plateau, where the 
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stone-pines, standing erect and sweet, made 
a cool and dreamy twilight. 'We are just 
in time. Here is the rain.' 

First a gentle fluttering of drops over- 
head, like the beating of birds wings, then 
the quickly gathering rush of wind and 
rain changing rapidly, as it flew over the hills 
and valleys, into hurling storm -gusts, and 
slanting white hail. 

1 Diavolo / ' cried Silvano. ' What a fool I 
was to let you come. You will be drenched. 
Let us get lower down as quickly as we can. 
It will be more sheltered anyhow. And 
where there are trees everywhere, one place 
is as safe as another.' 

A crashing thunder- clap drowned his 
words, whilst a great sword -flash cutting 
open the sky lit up the valleys and seething 
sea and jagged coast-line. 

' Are you frightened, Amore ? ' 

'Madonna! No.' 

She laughed as she ran on in front of him, 
stopping every now and then to look at the 
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lightning, and lifting up her face to feel the 
cool rain showering upon it. 

' 1 like it. It makes one grow. What a 
gust ! It almost blew me off my feet/ 

' You will be soaked, Amore. See ! Let 
me put this round you/ 

He had flung off his coat, and, in spite of 
her remonstrance and fears that he would 
catch his death of cold, he insisted on 
wrapping it round her shoulders. She 
laughed, but let him have his. way, since 
he declared he would leave it on the ground 
till it rotted away if she was too proud to 
wear it. 

' How slippery the wet path is. You will 
fall and break your ankle, and then we 
should be in a nice mess/ he said, as they 
hurried on down the steep hill. ' Let me 
help you/ 

1 No ; a thousand thanks, but I am not a 
cripple yet/ 

But as she spoke she slipped, and would 

have fallen but for his timely aid ; and having 

H 
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once got her hand on his strong, protective 
arm, he kept it there. 

'You are very proud,' he said audaciously; 
' but I am not afraid of you now/ 

The narrow path allowed them barely 
room to go abreast. The wind blew Amore's 
hair in her face, and made her stagger now 
and then, so th'at Silvano's hand tightened its 
grasp and drew her a little nearer to him. 
They both felt so young and happy that they 
laughed at nothing, and seemed to think rain 
and storm almost pleasanter and more 
exhilarating than sunshine. Amore's calm 
stateliness had been blown away too ; it was 
such a treat to her to be with some one who 
was young and merry, and who expected 
nothing of her except that she should be 
young and merry also. 

Signora da Costa and Guido, who had 
taken shelter in the loggia, heard their bright 
voices and laughter as they came through the 
garden, — not hurrying very much in spite of 
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the rain, — Silvano in his shirt sleeves, dripping 
wet, and Amore, with untidy hair, limp wet 
skirts, and her cousin's dark jacket slung 
round her neck by the sleeves. 

When she saw her mother and Guido, she 
drew herself up with a kind of start, let the 
coat fall to the ground, and put up her hands 
to smooth her bright hair. All her usual shy 
stateliness had come over her again in a 
moment. 

'You foolish children V exclaimed Signora 
da Costa, her beaming face belying her words. 
'It is just like you, Silvano, to lead Amore 
off to some mischief the moment you get here. 
You are as bad as ever. Where have you 
been ?' 

' Up the hill to see the view,' said Silvano. 
' How can I help it if your country is so ill- 
regulated as to give way to such sudden 
storms ?' 

' The idea of dragging the child up there. 
Signor della Varazia, are not you surprised 
at her. You would not believe it, but the 
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moment she gets her cousin to help her, she 
wanders all over the country like a gipsy.' 

1 I wish the Signorina would let me be 
her companion sometimes, ' answered Guido. 
' There is nothing I should like better. Will 
you, Signorina ?' 

' Ah, st. If you care for it/ said the girl, 
lifting her eyes to his face with a quick look 
of delight. ' I can show you all the loveliest 
views for miles round/ 

Silvano, who had been watching her with 
the unaffected admiration of first love, raised 
hrs brows at this, and, for the next five 
minutes, subjected the unconscious Guido 
to a stare of growing anger and jealousy. 
From that moment he guessed that it was a 
race between him and the artist, and that the 
odds were dead against him. 

Guido could not help wondering, with 
cynical amusement, what his friend Fabei 
would have said to this sudden transformation 
of the recluse, — the quiet student who could 
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with difficulty be drawn into the most select 
circles in Rome, and who avoided woman- 
kind with a half shy sense of uneasiness in 
their frivolous presence — could he have seen 
him on terms of the most genial friendliness 
with a family who could boast of no artistic 
nor intellectual abilities, and of whom two 
members out of the three were women ! 

It surprised Guido himself when he 
thought over it. Sometimes, when he was 
alone in his lodgings in the village, com- 
muning with the mighty thoughts of ages, 
or dreaming his own Utopias, there was a 
reposeful feeling of relief in having this 
retreat to fall back upon ; a curious sense 
that this, in its silence, its solitariness, its 
intensity of meditation, was his real life, and 
the other but a light and picturesque episode 
in the more serious development of his moral 
experience. But he could not quite resist 
the idyllic grace of what was to him quite a 
new view of domestic life, as illustrated by 
the Da Costas ; the unassuming mutual 
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affection, the harmonious simplicity that 
seemed to divide them, as by a sacred 
barrier, from the tumult of the outer world. 
The Arcadian loveliness of their Ligurian 
home, the intoxicating glow of the golden 
Italian June, and last, but not least, the 
suggestive beauty of Amore, — all combined 
to delight and satisfy Delia Varazia's sense 
of the fitness of things. 

Often, after the fierce mid-day heat had 
abated, he would wander with Amore on the 
hillside under the luxuriant growths of chest- 
nut and walnut, where wild roses and myrtle 
were twining their fragrant blossoms amongst 
aloes and pink -tipped cactus; and where, 
tread as carefully as they would, at every 
footfall they crushed out the delicate life of 
starry flowerets that were born but to breathe 
out the sweetness of their little lives through 
the glory of one long summer day. 

Sometimes, leaving the woods, they 
would follow the flower-fringed margin of 
streams that flowed, now through asphodel 
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meadows, now through picturesque hamlets, 
where gaily-dressed contadini might be seen 
washing their linen in the shallows ; or, 
climbing higher up the valleys to the 
mountains, they would look down upon 
narrow gorges, down which the water 
tumbled in foamy tumult over wild boulders 
of rock, and where dark pine-trees, growing 
along the steep banks, cast solemn shadows 
athwart the deep and whirling pools. 

Sometimes, as they loitered in the garden 
during the mild evenings, whilst all around 
was ablaze with the fairy-lamps of fireflies, 
they would pause, heedless of the lapse of 
time, to listen to the inspired love-song of 
the nightingales that poured out their 
passionate Rispetti in the moonlight, whilst 
thoughts, too deep for words, kept them 
silent with that golden silence which is but 

• spoken thought upon the depth of the unspoken.' 

Looking back in after days Guido 
remembered that Amore had not spoken 
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very much herself. It was he who talked; 
whilst she listened, drinking in his words 
with a kind of fascination. He told her 
of his hopes, his dreams, his unfulfilled 
ambitions ; of his long and indefatigable 
search after ideal beauty, and of the 
passionate despair that was gradually creep- 
ing over him and decaying his best energies. 
It was the tragic revelation of a soul that 
had defeated its own ends by the very 
ardour and rapacity of its search after abstract 
beauty. Just as, by making happiness the 
ultimate aim and object of existence, true 
happiness eludes its most eager followers, so, 
to those who expend their energies in a vain 
endeavour to make visible and tangible those 
exquisite dreams that flash like radiant 
phantoms through the most sacred chambers 
of the soul, the ideal more and more denies 
even the rare and evanescent reflection of its 
divine loveliness, which is the utmost that 
can ever be revealed to our imperfect human 
vision. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



V A LOVER OF THE BEAUTIFUL 105 

It is a trite maxim, as old as the world, 
that if you strip the rose of its corolla, to 
dissect its anatomy, its scent and beauty are 
fled. But there is a certain kind of character 
that has almost a mania for tearing the petals 
from the rare enchantments of life, in 
ridiculous expectation of learning the secret 
construction of pleasurable sensation. Delia 
Varazia would take an emotion and dissect 
and analyse it until nothing was left of it but 
the bare skeleton, bereft of the emotion ; and 
no skeleton is a pleasant object to look upon. 
Instead of passively accepting this natural 
consequence of undue curiosity, Guido con- 
sidered it a dawning proof of the vanity and 
folly of emotion in itself; and made it his 
aim to kill the emotional element in his own 
character, with the mistaken belief that, when 
once he had crushed and mortified all 
sensuous delight in physical objects, he 
would receive, as consolation, the pure 
emotion that can only be felt in contemplation 
of unseen, moral beauty. 
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He was throwing away life and happiness 
after the wildest day-dream that ever stole 
away man's energy and common sense ; the 
day-dream of a Keats, a Shelley, an Amiel. 

It was not thus that Amore, in her 
inexperience and ignorance of life, read his 
confidences. To her they were simply the 
eloquent expression of a heart that longed, 
like her own, for an all-sufficing love that 
would be, so she believed, a magic panacea 
for the nameless dreams and desires that 
spring eternal in the human breast. It was 
for this that her eyes expressed such 
plenitude of sympathy, not for Guido's 
cold and lifeless theorisings ; his very 
explanations of them were as Greek to her 
uncultured mind. 

Sometimes, after she had been most frank 
and charming, she would shrink into herself 
with what was almost like a vague and 
childish fear of him. Perhaps it was, 
unconsciously, a feeble resistance against the 
net that, by no effort of his own, Guido had 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



V A LOVER OF THE BEAUTIFUL 107 

thrown over her, and of which she could not 
yet be sure if the links were of silk or metal. 
Whichever they were she had no wish to 
break them. Her fate had indeed come to 
her the day that Guido had found her praying 
in the little chapel of the Madonna on the 
hill, and the first act in the girl's life -story 
was drawing to a close. 

Happy as the little party at the Villa da 
Costa had been, Silvanos coming brought 
with it quite a fresh and exhilarating breath 
of life and movement. He was thoroughly 
Italian, at once lively and indolent, sweet- 
tempered and hot-blooded, with a fund of 
joyous youthfulness in his face that seemed 
to carry sunshine wherever he went. 

Signora da Costa felt her hopes more 
than realised when she saw the cousins 
together; and though she noticed that 
Amore showed an unaccountable lack of 
interest in Silvano's arrival, she was too 
confident of the success of her long-cherished 
scheme to think that the artist, good-looking 
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and clever though he was, could have 
anything to do with the change. Amore 
said Silvano was charming — just what she had 
expected — and that she felt at ease with .him 
at once. But she said it with cousinly 
frankness, without any of the shy conscious- 
ness of a girl speaking of her lover ; and if 
Signora da Costa had had a little more 
insight into character, her suspicions would 
have been aroused. 

Silvano was not so dense. For the 
first few days he tried to take possession of 
Amore, persuading himself that the artist, 
whom he considered to belong to quite a 
different species from ordinary human beings, 
could be looked upon as a possible rival ; 
and though Amore was shy and reserved, 
he thought that only natural under the cir- 
cumstances, and was perfectly contented so 
long as she let him look at her and be near 
her. 

He had come there prepared to fall in 
love. Such expectations are generally 
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disappointed, but in this case it was not 
so. The love that had existed first in his 
imagination became a reality before he had 
known Amore for thirty -six hours. He 
was only a boy, but a nice boy, and he 
knew that what he wanted in his wife was 
not beauty only, but something else as well, 
that is rare amongst beautiful women. 

Amore had both the beauty and the 
goodness. It did not take him long to 
discover that; nor, after he had discovered 
it, to make up his mind that no one but 
his cousin should become the Contessa da 
Costa. 

As yet, Fortune had always beamed 
upon him ; and he began his courtship 
with a sanguine impetuosity that must 
have carried all before it, if he had only 
come a little sooner. But now, nothing 
he said or did could make the girl's heart 
beat one degree faster, or bring the quick 
colour to her cheeks, as a word or glance 
from Guido could do. 
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The truth flashed upon Silvanb one 
day when he was with Amore in the 
garden. She had been silent and absent, 
her thoughts evidently far away, until 
suddenly she caught sight of Delia Varazia 
coming towards them down the oleander- 
bordered walk. Then a change swept 
over her face that spoke volumes to the 
keen eyes of her boy -lover, shattering his 
hopes so completely that he could scarcely 
control himself enough to greet Delia 
Varazia with ordinary civility. 

A few minutes later he stood before 
Signora da Costa with flashing eyes and 
heaving breast, all the fierce fire of his 
Southern nature burning in his angry 
young face. 

'You said you would keep her for me/ 
he burst out. ' And you have not. She has 
been stolen from me.' 

' Silvano, dear boy ! What is the matter ? ' 
exclaimed the Signora, looking up startled 
from the letter she was writing. 'Who 
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has stolen her ? What can you mean ? 
Are you speaking of Amore ? ' 

' Diavolo I Yes. I am. I repeat that 
you have broken your promise. She is 
lost to me. And for that fellow — that 
cold-blooded ice- image. A thousand male- 
dictions upon him! It is a scandal — an 
outrage not to be borne.' 

'Gently, Silvano! You are beside your- 
self/ answered the Signora soothingly, but 
with alarm written in her face. ' If what 
you say is true, you know I shall be as 
grieved as yourself. But it is not true. 
He has treated her as a child. She is 
only a child.' 

' No ; I am not mistaken. I could not 
be mistaken in that/ he said despondently. 
1 What am I to do ? I love her, you see. 
Love her, already, to desperation.' 

1 What can I say to console you ? ' cried 
the poor Signora, who felt suddenly cast 
adrift from her daughter and helpless to 
control affairs. 'He is so good, this Delia 
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Varazia. I could trust her to him. But 
it was to you, my poor Silvano, that I 
wanted to give her. Perhaps it is not yet 
too late. She may have only a passing 
fancy for him.' 

' Too late ? Diavolo / It is never too 
late ! ' cried Silvano raising his head 
defiantly. * I shall fight him yet, to the 
bitter end/ 

And fight he did; if it be possible 
to fight an enemy who is supremely 
unconscious of your antagonism, and who 
invariably treats you with charming friend- 
liness. Delia Varazia, like the rest of the 
world, could not help liking Silvano. Even 
his petulant humours and occasional fits of 
rudeness added to his attractive naivet6; 
whilst Guido remained blindly ignorant of 
their cause. 

He saw that Silvano thought himself in 
love with his cousin, and it did pass 
through his mind that it would be a pity 
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for Amore to throw herself away on a boy 
who, with all his merits, was mentally 
incapable of understanding, much less of 
cultivating her latent intellectuality. But 
it never entered his head that the young 
fellow looked on him as a rival ! 
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CHAPTER VI 

' My soul this hour has drawn your soul 
A little nearer yet.' — Rossetti. 

The end came with an abruptness that 
surprised every one, except, perhaps, Amore 
and Silvano ; but no one more than Delia 
Varazia himself. 

The portrait was finished. It was a 
clever and striking likeness ; the Cavaliere 
and his wife could not praise it enough. 
Silvano, alone, could not be induced to 
admire it. 

' Oh, I daresay it is a work of art ! ' he 
said rigidly. ' I will not deny that the 
fellow knows how to paint. But I do not 
like it. Amore does not look like that* 

'Sometimes. When she is grave and 
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thoughtful/ said Signora da Costa. 'Oh 
yes ; it is certainly wonderfully like her/ 

Even Delia Varazia was fairly pleased 
with his work. But with his satisfaction 
at its completion was mingled a strong 
tinge of regret. He had enjoyed those 
quiet uneventful weeks more than he could 
have believed possible. In leaving them 
behind, it seemed to him that he was also 
leaving a rare and precious glimpse of 
beauty that would not come again into his 
life. 

This undefined regret made him rather 
silent and abstracted when he went to the 
Villa, his last afternoon at Z-ia, to say 
good-bye to the Da Costas before he 
returned to Rome. 

Farewells were always painful to him. 
His reserve and shyness made him shun 
all those little surface emotions that are 
the only betrayals of feeling sanctioned by 
conventionality. 

He found the Cavaliere and Signora da 
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Costa, with Silvano, in the garden. But, 
though he waited some time in hopes of 
seeing Amore, she did not make her 
appearance. 

' Has the Signorina deserted us ? ' he 
asked at last. ' I should like to say good- 
bye to her, and thank her for the patience 
she has shown at our sittings.' 

Silvano, who was lounging on his back 
on the grass, flung round at this, and fixed 
a pair of scowling eyes on the speaker, as 
though he would ask what business he had 
to wish to see Amore. 

Signora da Costa dared not betray the 
girl's whereabouts lest the anger should 
be turned on herself; so she left it to her 
husband to answer. 

' She went up the hill some time ago,' said 
the Cavaliere. • I daresay if you walk that 
way you will meet her coming home. 
Silvano, you saw which direction she 
took? 1 

Silvano moved uneasily at this indiscretion. 
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'Come with me,' said Guido cheerfully. 
'You will get as fat as a tenor if you lie about 
in a garden all day like this/ 

Silvano scowled ; how dared his rival add 
insult to injury by treating him with scornful 
friendliness. 

' I am not coming/ he said shortly, seeing 
that Guido waited for him ; and he added 
under his breath, 'Two for company, three 
for trumpery. Why should / come ?' 

Then, as he watched Guido s retreating 
figure pass down the trellised pergola that 
led out of the garden, tears of mortification 
sprang into his eyes. 

As Guido climbed the hill, under the silver 
olives, he was forcibly reminded of the first 
time he and Amore had trodden that path 
together. How often they had walked there 
since ! He recalled their meeting in the little 
chapel, when she had turned to him with that 
magic smile, the memory of which sent a 
thrill through him even now. 

Would they meet again in future days ? 
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he wondered ; and if so, would the promise 
of her girlhood have been fulfilled, and her 
mind have grown equal in beauty to her 
perfect face ? For a moment he felt a sharp 
pang at the thought that if it were so it 
would not belong to him. That he should have 
come so near to his ideal, and yet, out of a 
purely egoistic cowardice, have let it pass 
out of his hands into those of another. 

It was in this mood, which seemed to 
bring him into closer touch with her warm 
and tender girlhood, that he found Amore, 
sitting in dreamy meditation, on a flower- 
covered bank, at her favourite resting- 
place. 

She was dressed in the same white gown, 
the same shady hat, that she had worn when 
first Guido saw her. Some unacknowledged 
fancy had prompted her to wear it again on 
the day when they were to part. Then, with 
a revulsion of shyness, she had been afraid 
to meet him, and had hidden herself up here, 
on the hillside. 
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She did not hear Guido's footsteps until 
he was close beside her smiling down on her 
with a kind of regretful tenderness. Then 
she turned her head, with a little start, and 
a flush of delicate rose-colour flew to her 
cheeks. 

' They told me I should find you here/ he 
said, seating himself beside her. * I was 
afraid I should not see you to say good-bye. 
Not that I like good-byes ; I generally try to 
avoid them. But this time I hope it is only 
d rivederla; also, I wish to thank you for 
submitting so patiently to those long sittings, 
when I know you were pining to be out in 
the air and sunshine.' 

'That was nothing/ she said quickly. 
' You were not very strict with me. It was 
for you that the time was wasted.' 

She did not say that to force a compliment; 
it was only the simple expression of her 
thought. It never entered her head that she, 
of all women, could be the realisation of an 
artist's dream. 
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As Guido looked at her, his regret at 
leaving so lovely a vision became more 
poignant than ever. 

' It was not waste of time/ he said, after 
a moment. ' I don't think words can express 
what you have done for me.' 

She did not answer, but looked up 
inquiringly, with the rich rose-hue still in 
her cheeks. 

' Shall I tell you something ? ' he went on. 
'Years ago, when I was passing through 
Z-ia, a face flashed across my sight. It 
was a girl's face, and a very . lovely one. 
I could not forget it. It haunted me, not 
only because it was so lovely, but because 
it was the very type and image of the 
beauty I had been looking for all my life. 
It was my ideal of human loveliness. Am 
I boring you with my confession? Most 
people think that an artist, prating about his 
ideal, is simply a fool in the height of his folly.' 

1 1 do not think so,' she said, smiling softly. 

' Well, I came here again and again in the 
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hope of seeing that face. But in vain. 
Until, at last, I found you, Signorina, as 
you were praying in the chapel. Do 
you remember ? ' 

1 1 remember. It was one of the first 
summer days.' 

'After that, I did not have to look 
any farther. Do you understand, now, 
what a debt of gratitude I owe you ? ' 

She had lowered her eyes at his last words, 
and now raised them, with a half frightened 
fixity of expression, to the view that spread out 
before them, through an opening in the wood. 

Guido's glance followed hers, far away 
over the cultivated marsh lands, the fields of 
ripening corn and maize, where the little 
brown grilli were singing, and where, here 
and there, shone the silver ribbon of a canal ; 
away towards the shimmering sea, over 
which the setting sun was pouring a crimson 
flood; and then again, to where the rose- 
tinged marble mountains pierced, like a 
mystic dreamland, into the daffodil sky. 
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'Your country is a very beautiful one/ he 
said; and Amore remembered that he had 
spoken just those words, on this very spot, 
the first time they had met. 

' Yes. It is a beautiful world/ she said, 
with a burst of thanksgiving for the fulness 
of glad young life that was hers. ' It is a 
beautiful thing to be alive/ 

'The world is beautiful, — yes. But life 
is not worthy of it. If it were, it would be 
heaven itself. What one looks forward to 
most in life is the end of it/ 

' No, no ; I wish there was no end. I 
wish it would last for ever. I would rather- 
live and suffer, than not live at all ! ' she 
cried in passionate protest. 'And you! 
Why will you not let yourself be glad of it ? 
You who have everything/ 

' Do you think I am so discontented ? 
Perhaps I am as bad as a child crying for 
the moon. But how can a man help it when 
once he has seen a glimpse of the light that 
puts everything else into the shade ? There 
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is a higher life, — God helping me I will 
reach it some day, — a pure, bright life, where 
the soul is no longer in slavery to the body. 
You understand it/ he added suddenly. 
'You, too, know what it is to long for a 
perfect knowledge — a perfect love. 1 

He was looking at her intently ; yet he 
did not notice that she was trembling like 
a leaf, and that the strange look of fear and 
apprehension had gathered again in her eyes. 
He was following his own train of thought 
and was scarcely thinking of her, as he went 
on in a musing tone. 

'Sometimes I wonder if I have over- 
looked the right road to happiness. I have 
tried most ways — I have tried knowledge, 
and surely there can be no surer road than 
that ? They talk of the powers of love ; but 
that I have not tried. Is it possible that it 
can lie there ? ' 

She did not answer ; but after a moment 
she rose with a little shiver, saying it was 
time to go home. 
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They walked down the narrow path 
together. The sunset light had turned the 
stems of the trees into molten gold. The 
air was still warm and sweet with the 
thousand perfumes that the days heat had 
drawn from rosemary and myrtle ; here, a 
green lizard flashed across their path like 
a streak of emerald ; from the village below 
rose the faint, silvery vibrating notes of a 
mandoline, and the rollicking song of a 
peasant lad trolling one of the quaint old 
Tuscan Stornelli. 

* Do you know, Signorina/ said Guido 
presently, still pursuing his own thoughts, 
1 it has sometimes struck me that you, if you 
looked for it, could find out the secret that 
has baffled so many of us/ 

' I ? ' She shook her head. * Why should 
you think so ? ' 

'That I cannot explain. It is only a 
passing thought. But ever since I first saw 
you, I have had strange, momentary con- 
victions that you, if you would, and you 
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only, could help me in the search. Your 
beauty, — your goodness.' 

' Oh, do not say that !' she whispered. ' It 
frightens me. I am not what you think. 
How could I help you ? ' 

'I do not know,' he answered absently ; 
1 if you, yourself, do not know it too.' 

Even then it did not strike him that 
what he was saying would, with any other 
man, have been a direct avowal of love. 
But when he looked again at the girl's face, 
and met her eyes raised to his, full of the 
purest passion of devotion, he understood 
whither his words had led him, beyond a 
point which he had never dreamed of passing. 

'Together we could seek the perfect life/ 
he went on, his voice so deep and tender 
that she could have wept for joy, 'if you 
will come and help me.' 

1 1 would help you with my life, if that 
were needed/ she whispered ; her eyes, as 
they met his, glowing like fair stars in a 
midnight sky. 
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He bent down and kissed her cheek, 
gently, tenderly, as one might touch a 
delicate asphodel bloom. Then they walked 
on side by side in a silence that, with Amore, 
was the silence of tremulous emotion — with 
Guido that of deep and conflicting thought. 

Had he committed a folly — nay more, 
a sacrilege, in binding this young life, in 
its freshness, to his, that had long ago 
buried all the warmth and enthusiasm of 
youth ? 

What could be a more glorious task than 
that of training and educating an eager soul 
for the higher life, — raising it from the love 
of physical objects to the love of absolute 
beauty ? 

And yet, with all the curious, unexpected 
feeling of exultation that his sudden action 
had brought to him, there came the old 
gnawing sense of failure, and of shrinking 
from a possible disillusion. 

For he knew that it would be a disillusion; 
that, through his own fatal subjection to the 
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ideal, the most beautiful of earthly realities 
would turn under his touch to dust and 
ashes. 

He did not speak until they had reached 
the Villa garden, and had passed half-way 
down the pergola, with its wreathing Passion- 
flowers. Then he suddenly paused, and 
turned his deep serious eyes upon the 
girl. His heart was touched afresh by 
her beauty. 

She was looking up with something of an 
inspired radiance in her wonderful eyes. 
There was the glow of richest life and 
hope in her emotional face ; a flashing smile 
parted her full red lips. 

Standing there under the drooping, purple 
blossoms of the Passion-flowers, she was, 
herself, the loveliest image of warm and 
passionate life. 

4 How beautiful you are ! ' cried Guido. 

But she did not hear him. She was in a 
dream, and the words that were ringing 
softly in her ears were these, out of the most 
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perfect of all love stories that ever were 
written — 

' Of a surety I have now set my feet 
on that point of life beyond the which he must 
not pass who would return' 

'Here is a Deity stronger than /, who, 
coming \ shall rule over me! 
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CHAPTER VII 

' She shall be mine ; and I will make 
A lady of my own.' — Wordsworth. 

There was a good deal of surprise and 
conjecture amongst Delia Varazia's friends 
when they heard that he was actually going 
to commit the folly (for such he had 
always professed to consider it) of entering 
into the bonds of matrimony. 

It was a matter of course that the bride 
should be miraculously beautiful, gifted, 
and superior in intellect to the rest of her 
sex. 

It would not have been Guido if he 
had chosen a wife who was quite like other 
women. The question was — What manner 
of woman had succeeded in overcoming 
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his prejudices, and persuaded him to ex- 
change an ideal for a human love ? 

There were some rather scoffing pro- 
phecies concerning the future manage of 
Guido and his ' kindred spirit.' Was 
she a being above the need of earthly 
sustenance? Did her daily nourishment 
consist of such ambrosial food as fruits of 
luscious taste and hue, purple grapes with 
golden juice, melons of amber and orange, 
and ripe figs with bursting hearts of 
crimson? Would Guido keep her im- 
mured in a harmonious shrine, hidden 
from the profane eyes of all but his most 
trusted friends ? Was she a source of 
inspiration, or the object of a pure de- 
votion, the choice of his intellect, or of his 
heart ? 

Delia Varazia's wife ! One might as well 
try to form an accurate conception of a 
naiad, a goddess, a transcendental spirit 
from another sphere, sent to earth for 
Guido's special delectation. 
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Lorenzo Fabei, Guido's most intimate 
friend, was the only person who suggested 
anything practical or human. He argued 
that as the cleverest men generally marry 
the stupidest women, probably Delia Va- 
razia's betrothed was good, beautiful, but 
a trifle dull — as full of commonplace hopes 
and interests as he was the reverse. And 
that before a year had passed, Guido would 
help her to look over the household 
accounts as though no such dream as an 
ideal union of kindred spirits had ever 
existed in his visionary brain. 

The wedding, which took place in Rome, 
answered one question to everybody's satis- 
faction. The beauty of young Signora della 
Varazia became the talk of the town, 
both in society, which represented the 
social status of the bride, and in the 
artistic world, from which Guido's friends 
flocked to the ceremony in idle speculation. 
She was beautiful — a dream, a vision, no 
term could be too extravagant. 
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It was no longer matter for surprise 
that Delia Varazia had broken his vows 
of celibacy. 

Fabei had to acknowledge that his 
judgment had been at fault. She could 
not be commonplace with that curiously 
intellectual face, and those fathomless 
eyes — eyes 'charged with dreams/ that 
seemed ready to awaken, at the voice of 
love, to the richest and most passionate life. 

'She is in love with him/ he told 
himself the first time he saw them to- 
gether. 'And she is intensely, pathetically 
human. Guido is an idealist. Can she 
draw him down to her warmer level, or 
will he succeed in raising her up to his ? ' 

It was not until after the honeymoon, 
when they returned to Rome for the 
winter, that Fabei made fuller acquaintance 
with Signora della Varazia, and returned 
to the old friendly and familiar footing 
with Guido. 
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When your best friend marries it is 
always an open question whether you may 
still keep up the intimacy, with all its free 
and easy comfort, or be thrust back into 
the secondary position of a mere acquaint- 
ance. In nine cases out of ten the latter 
is the humiliating truth; and Fabei was 
conscious of a slight feeling of formality 
when, one November afternoon, he stopped 
before the well-known, many-storied Palazzo, 
at the summit of which Guido had lived 
for many years. 

He dared no longer rush upstairs, 
without introduction, to idle away an 
afternoon smoking and chatting in the 
large airy studio, whilst Guido either con- 
tinued his work, or — as he had oftenest 
done of late — discarded manual labour for 
the easier task of theorising on one sub- 
ject after another, in that casual, irrelevant 
manner sanctioned in the unconventional 
little world of Bohemia. 

Fabei had often expressed his opinion 
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strongly in favour of matrimony. But to- 
day, as he climbed the endless flight of 
white stone steps, he was thinking that, 
after all, when a man marries his good 
days are over, the delicious freedom of 
bachelor- hood exchanged for an irksome 
restraint and decorum. 

On one of the landings he met Nicolo 
Podesti, the little tenor, who nodded him a 
greeting. 

'On your way to pay your respects up 
above, Signor Conte?' he asked. 'Our 
Guido has brought home his Madonna. 
He will not want us running in and out 
there now, eh ? It is not all of us who have 
a Madonna fit to make the dead heart of 
Raffaelle beat again.' 

' Has she made our friend's beat a little 
faster, Coco ? Do you think we shall 
get some heart in the pictures now ? If 
she does that, we shall have a second 
Raffaelle yet, arnico wtio! 

'Who will paint for us the mother of 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



VII A LOVER OF THE BEAUTIFUL 137 

intelligence instead of the mother of love ! ' 
said Coco, shrugging his shoulders. 'That 
will be the new type.' 

' Marble for fire — a bad bargain/ laughed 
Fabei as he passed on. 'You and I, my 
little Coco, will not worship at the new 
shrine/ 

1 Nevertheless, if I have eyes in my head, 
there has been a very pretty boy worshipping 
there already,' called back Coco knowingly. 
' A very pretty fellow, as full of love as a little 
Cupid of Correggio, and a Signor Conte into 
the bargain/ 

1 Chut,' whispered Fabei warningly. ' The 
Madonna's husband ! ' and, as Coco's rotund 
little shape vanished, the door of Delia 
Varazia's studio was flung open, and Guido, 
in a faded old painting blouse, stood in the 
doorway. 

' At last, Lorenzo ! ' he exclaimed cheerily. 

' We have been expecting you every day. 
Come in ! Come in ! Has the Tramontana 
got into your bones that you move so like 
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the tortoise? What are you thinking 
of?' 

1 Ebbene ! You understand — when a man 
marries, one does not come and take his 
house by assault/ said Fabei, reassured by a 
familiar odour of tobacco that issued through 
the open door. 'The best of friends must 
have a little discretion in these matters/ 

Guido laughed, and dragged him into the 
studio. 

'You shy? Calm yourself, my good 
Lorenzo. She — my — er — my wife is in the 
next apartment. She has been sitting to me 
all the morning, and is taking a siesta. I am 
a selfish brute; I forget that these delicate 
creatures are not constituted of iron. Sit 
down. No; I have done enough work 
for to-day. I will talk instead. There is a 
whole world's history to tell me. What is 
going on in the studios ? Has Ercole 
finished his equestrian statue yet? When 
last I saw it, the rider was not at home in the 
saddle. And the Monaldini-Arvotti quarrel ? 
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Is it still at furnace heat ? What will the 
authorities say to Negroni's article in 

the I have heard nothing — nothing, 

since I have been away.' 

Evidently he was faithful to all his former 
interests. As the two men discussed the 
latest events in the world of art and literature, 
Fabei almost forgot the existence of Signora 
della Varazia, until the conversation veered 
round to Guido's own doings. 

Guido then confessed that his wife had 
inspired him with a new motif y and that his 
absence from Rome had been a penance of 
idleness, from which he had escaped with 
delight, to return with unsatiable ardour to 
his work. He was very full of his latest 
idea, and showed Fabei two of those 
rapidly executed sketches, done during the 
heat of inspiration, which often betrayed so 
much more of his genius and individuality 
than his more elaborately finished pictures. 
The subject, which was taken from the Vita 
Nuova, represented the meeting of Dante 
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and Beatrice ; and for that ' most gracious 
lady,' Guido had found a very lovely model 
in his wife. 

In both sketches the conception of Dante 
was the same ; a dark-robed figure, with one 
thin, refined hand raised to his heart, the 
other falling by his side, and holding a 
volume of Plato. 

The grave, ascetic face had yet something 
of the grace and hope of youth piercing 
through the outer veil of austere dreams; 
and in the mournful eyes, raised with humble 
adoration to the lady of his soul, was some- 
thing of that mystic spirit of ideality of which 
we have so clear a vision in the passionate 
love song of his youth. 

In one sketch the Beatrice, clad in deep 
red, the colour of love, had paused for an 
instant, * when yielding salutation by the way? 
and, meeting the impassioned gaze of the 
poet, felt stealing over her the first dimly 
comprehended sway of the divine lordship 
of love. 'Here is a Deity stronger than I, 
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who, coming, shall rule over me for hence- 
forth: 

In the slowly -lifted, dream -laden eyes 
shone the burning ardour and ecstasy of her 
newly-acquired knowledge ; yet, in the heavy 
and shadowy lids there was a vague fear 
of the strange, incommunicable mysteries of 
that fuller life. 

It was as Amore had looked that July 
evening, when she stood under the Passion- 
flowers of the pergola, whilst a com- 
prehension of the sweetness that had newly 
come into her life rushed like a flood 
upon her heart; and in his sketch Guido 
had completely made himself master of the 
expression that, for a moment, had trans- 
figured her face- 
In the second sketch he had made a very 
suggestive alteration. 

In this, the Beatrice was not looking up 
at her lover with tremulous reciprocity of 
passion, but down upon him with the exalted 
and tranquil tenderness of one who is lifted 
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above all merely human emotions. Instead 
of the girlish, half-hesitating, half-passionate 
yielding to a first love, there was the calm 
graciousness of a divinely beautiful woman 
accepting the homage of one to whom she 
would grant his desire, not so much for love's 
own sake, as for the sake of being able to 
raise him by love to something higher, 
purer, richer, than he had ever dreamed of 
reaching. 

' I have decided on using the second 
sketch/ said Guido, after Fabei had looked 
at the drawings for a few moments in 
silence. ' It seems to me to express the 
most, and to be altogether the most satis- 
factory of the two.' 

' Diana I As if I did not know it ! ' cried 
Fabei. 'As usual, Guido, you are sacrificing 
the feeling for the idea. You originate a 
real, breathing masterpiece when the fever 
of inspiration is upon you ; then, when you 
are as cool as a cucumber, deliberately set 
to work to refine upon it until it is so 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



VII A LOVER OF THE BEAUTIFUL 143 

smothered with thoughts and ideas that it 
chokes one to try and take them all in, and 
the picture becomes only fit for the frontis- 
piece of a philosophical treatise. Man! 
where are your senses ? ' 

'You are honest, Lorenzo; you express 
the opinion of the world. Are you deter- 
mined to put me out of conceit with my 
" frontispiece " almost before it is begun ? ' 

'No. It will be a fine picture in either 
case. I am not afraid of congratulating you 
on it already. But I do consider one study 
more perfect than the other, and am 
provoked that you think differently. No 
doubt you have admirable reasons. You 
always have. I do not profess to have deep 
reasons for anything.' 

' The one you prefer is certainly the most 
like Amore. It is the most physically 
beautiful. I own that I have a weakness 
in favour of it/ answered Guido, looking at 
the sketch with a kind of lingering regret. 
1 But it is not the Beatrice of Dante. I had 
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to think of it in that light, you understand. 
I am not trying to paint another sentimental 
Romeo and Juliet ; there are enough of them 
in the world already.' 

'The Beatrice of the Vita Nuova was 
love/ said Fabei. 'This represents her well 
enough.' 

' You are wrong. The Beatrice of Dante 
was the divine knowledge that raises one 
through love of abstract beauty. But she 
was not love as the world understands it.' 

' Oh, well ! Have it as you like. I give it 
up. By all means paint your Beatrice in 
cap and gown like a student of Padua. 
Your meaning will then be clear to us. 
Guido, I am beginning to think that you are 
a fool — an idiot of the first water/ 

'Yes — yes. I know it. I agree with 
you ! ' cried Guido with mournful impatience, 
walking restlessly to and fro. ' It becomes 
more evident to me every day. All the old 
landmarks, the old truths, seem to be slip- 
ping out of my grasp. The very beauties of 
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nature— of light and colour, and the mystery 
in things— come to me through a mist. I am 
losing the strength of perception just at what 
ought to be the most vigorous period in a 
man's life. Heaven knows, I have tried hard 
enough to rid myself of worldly influences, 
and to make my life a concentrated effort 
after the highest good/ 

'What is the highest good? We poor 
fools do not know. It all resolves itself into 
that, Guido.' 

■ " The elementary fire burns ; the heavenly 
fire vivifies; the super -celestial fire loves,"' 
Guido said quickly. ' I have quenched the 
first, but I am given neither of the others in 
exchange. I have nothing left but the hell- 
fire of unutterable longing.' 

' Piano ! Life is not so bad as that/ said 
Fabei, laying his hand on his friend's 
shoulder and checking him in his impatient 
walk. 'You, at least, have brought down 
into your life a spark of the super-celestial 
fire. Is not that enough to satisfy even you, 

L 
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blind fool though we have both agreed you 
to be ? You have your wife.' 

Guido dropped into a chair and lit a 
cigarette to soothe himself. 

' Yes/ he said meditatively. ' She is a 
great interest to me.' 

Fabei did not answer. He was still 
looking at the discarded sketch with a half 
cynical smile on his lips. 

* It is very strange/ went on Guido after 
a pause, ' inexplicably strange to see how 
a girl's education is always systematically 
neglected. Amore is as ignorant as a child. 
She has everything to learn.' 

'To tell the truth, I was afraid you had 
married a Sybil — a second Corinne. Signora 
della Varazia looks as if she had drunk almost 
as deeply of knowledge as you yourself/ 

1 Ah ! So you notice that too ? It is 
curious, that intellectual expression in one 
who has only a girl's experience, a girl's 
unformed tastes,' said Guido, with an eager 
questioning in his voice that, at the time, 
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Fabei did not understand. i The spirit of the 
thing is there, though my excellent mother-in- 
law did her best to dilute it by instilling every 
sort of insidious sentimentality. Not that I 
regret anything. Could there be a more 
deeply interesting and fascinating task than the 
awakening of such a mind to its own power, 
and then leading it, step by step, through 
every gradation of beauty, until the ultimate 
one is reached ? That is now the great 
dream and delight of my existence. Of 
course the time must come when she will 
pass beyond me, and when it will be for her 
to lead, for me to follow/ 

* Is the Signora as keen to learn as you 
to teach ? ' asked Fabei, watching the blue 
smoke curl above his head. 'She is very 
young, amico mix>. y 

( Oh, it is her greatest delight ! We read 
together for two or three hours every day, 
discussing, explaining, initiating. Sometimes, 
on my honour, when she looks at me with 
those great eyes, I wonder how I can have 
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the impertinence to talk of teaching her 
anything. She is miles beyond me, if only 
she knew it Think of it, Lorenzo!' he 
added, his face brightening with proud 
affection. 'Think of a mind equal to that 
face. There will never have been a woman 
like her since the Creation.' 

1 She is young ; she is beautiful/ repeated 
Fabei. 'What if she grows tired of the 
world of intellect? It has its Tramontana, 
Guido.' 

Guido ran his fingers through his thick 
hair with a gesture of impatience. 

' Pah ! You are a materialist, Lorenzo. 
The Tramontanes with its piercing cold is 
twice as healthy and invigorating as the 
Scirocco that relaxes every muscle of one's 
body, and reduces one's brain to a jelly. I 
declare I am half afraid of Amore making 
friends with you. You will be too much 
in sympathy with the fallacies of her 
girlhood.' 

4 1 shall be glad of it,' said Fabei carelessly. 
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1 1 like women to have their little fallacies. 
What are the Signora's, if one may ask ? ' 

' Perhaps she is a trifle too — Ebbene / too 
human, too impulsive, too full of enthusiasms,' 
said Guido, with some hesitation. * It is only 
natural at her age. And it can be cured. 
In fact, it must be cured before she can give 
herself to higher things ; and that is precisely 

what I have first got to teach her But 

I think I hear her coming. You shall form 
your own opinion.' 

He rose and went quickly forward to 
hold aside the velvet curtain, that had faded 
from deep orange into mellower hues, from 
pale amber to fiery rose -pink, melting to- 
gether in soft harmonies in the light and 
shade of the heavy folds. 

She wore a loose white gown that showed 
the graceful outlines of her figure, and left 
her beautiful throat bare. Her face, framed 
in the shadow of her russet hair, was very 
full of the radiance of young and eager life. 

As she passed beneath the curtain she 
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smiled up at Guido with the most confiding 
and trustful devotion. Fabei began to think 
that, after all, they were going to eschew 
transcendentalism, and relapse into a couple 
of the orthodox love-bird type 

She came forward, holding out both hands, 
and expressing her pleasure at seeing him 
with a winning charm of manner that delighted 
Fabei, 

4 I have so often heard Guido talk of you,' 
she said ' He tells me you are the best friend 
he has.' 

' And the severest Mentor/ put in Guido, 
who was leaning against the wall, looking 
down at her where she sat on the broad divan, 
over which some richly-dyed Oriental silks 
were flung in artistic negligence. 

'Lorenzo must have been a bully in his 
cradle. What he really enjoys is to draw 
out one's pet theories, and then to de- 
molish them with Mephistophelean cynicism, 
until they turn into mere bathos. What 
could be more diabolically hard-hearted ? ' 
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Fabei laughed and did not refute the 
accusation, but said mockery was the best 
tonic in the world for Guido, and that he 
hoped Signora della Varazia would give 
him plenty of it. 

*I should not dare,' said Amore, a little 
proudly. Evidently she considered such a 
suggestion, even when made in jest, highly 
irreverent. She would as soon have 
insulted S. Pietro in his chair, as ridicule 
the soaring fancies of her lord and master. 

1 Enough of me!' cried Guido. ' I have 
been talking of myself for the last half- 
hour, and the subject palls. Lorenzo, I 
look to you to initiate Amore into the 
beauties of Rome. I cannot always keep 
her a prisoner here when I am at work, 
and you are the most efficient chaperon I 
can think of.' 

' Ami. I ask nothing better.' 

' It is all new to me/ said Amore. ' It 
is very unlike Z-ia.' 

' I should think so ! ' exclaimed Guido. 
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'Z-ia has its own charm. But you will 
soon say that Rome is the only place in 
the world. You must feel something of 
that already, Amore ? ' 

' It is your home/ she answered softly. 

' Do they live up in the clouds at Z-ia ? ' 
asked Fabei. ' How long shall you be 
able to put up with these interminable 
stairs, Signora? That is the worst of 
artists. They cannot exist in a light that 
is good enough for the rest of us. Why 
does not Guido take apartments near the 
Piazza di Spagna? It would be gayer 
for you. I know of a splendid studio he 
might get for a mere song, close at hand, 
in the Via Margutta! 

( Oh no. I like this. What is good 
enough for him is good enough for me/ 
she answered quickly. ' I want nothing 
better. Besides, Signore, you have not 
seen how comfortable I have made our 
room next door. You know how untidy 
Guido is ? I have altered all that, and left 
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it to him to make it artistic. It really is 
charming. Come and see.' 

As she spoke she crossed the studio, 
and Fabei followed her into the next 
apartment, which was divided from the 
studio only by the heavy velvet curtain. 

It was certainly a delightful sanctum. 
Guido had expended all his taste upon it, 
and it was crowded with works of art, 
collected by him during many years, every- 
thing being a gem in its way. Here a 
rare bit of porcelain, a fragment of curious 
mosaic, a slender Etruscan vase of delicate 
handicraft, or a fine inlaid cabinet; here 
an illuminated missal, or scarce edition, 
bound in vellum and chased with quaint 
devices. Everything, from the embroidered 
silk draperies to the Watteau- panels over 
the doorways, showed a fair blending of 
the arts and crafts of ancient and modern 
skill. 

In one corner stood an exquisite copy 
of the famous Mercury or Antinous of the 
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Vatican. It was the only piece of 
sculpture in the room, and it was one 
of Guido's fancies that, whenever it was 
possible, a tall white lily should stand 
near it — the aerial beauty and delicate 
chiselling of nature placed side by side 
with one of the most supreme triumphs of 
art that the world has ever seen. 

'This is where I have my daily lesson/ 
said Amore brightly. ' Did Guido tell you 
that he finds me so ignorant that he has 
to be my tutor? I cannot make him 
understand how stupid I am, but I am 
afraid he will soon discover that for 
himself.' 

But her happy and untroubled glance 
testified that she had no very deep fears 
on that score. As far as she knew Guido 
had married her because they loved each 
other, not because he thought her clever. 
Had she thought that, perhaps her joy 
would have been flecked by a dim fore- 
boding, and the tiny gossamer -like cloud 
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that hung, faint and undefined, over the 
horizon of her summer sky, would have 
been revealed to her eyes. 

Fabei soon found himself in the 
position of confidant and adviser, as it 
were, to his friend's wife. She seemed to 
consider that his long friendship with, and 
ten years seniority to Guido, imparted a 
fatherly security to him. In his society 
she allowed herself the delightful abandon- 
ment of a girl whose innocence is her safe- 
guard. And during their frequent meetings, 
when Fabei acted as her willing cicerone 
to the beauties of Rome, he easily learnt 
her transparent character by heart, and 
a great deal more accurately than her 
husband had done. For one thing, he was 
an impartial observer, whereas Guido only 
saw what he wished to see. 

There were moments when Fabei felt 
a vague pity for her. She was so 
absorbed in her still new love -dream, so 
radiantly secure in her present happiness, 
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yet so unconscious of the very passion 
within her that contributed to her keen 
appreciation of life, and that sooner or 
later would cry out vehemently for some- 
thing fuller, more alive with human 
emotion, than the cold, calm tenderness of 
philosophic interest. 

Guido had asked her to help him in his 
life-work ; and all that she had to give, — her 
beauty, her youth, her love, — she gave with a 
generous pride in pouring out at his feet all 
the treasures in her possession. 

There could be no fear of Guido ever 
failing in his duties as a husband. Whatever 
might be his faults, he was not only a lip- 
professor of high morality, but had always, 
in a quiet unobtrusive way, managed to 
preserve a certain fine and fastidious standard 
of honour by which he endeavoured to rule 
his conduct. 

He saw that his wife was happy, and 
meant to keep her so. He was invariably 
gentle and considerate, treating her with a 
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lover's deferential homage, and in developing 
her intellect, in opening her eyes to high 
truths, he spared neither time nor patience, 
always expecting her to blossom, some not 
far distant day, into that fair and high-souled 
ideal of his dreams. 

He kept her closely guarded from the 
influences of the world, only a select number 
of his friends being admitted into the privacy 
of his married life. But such society as she 
saw was brilliant enough. It was considered 
a privilege to be allowed to join those 
delightful little reunions at the Palazzo 
Corelli, Piano 5, where the conversation was 
of the brightest, and the company all, more 
or less, chosen spirits, — artists, musicians, 
litterateurs — who were well able to appreciate 
Guido's genius, his wife's beauty, and the 
general tone of intellectual depth and 
freedom which Guido seemed to carry about 
with him as his peculiar atmosphere. 

Every one liked and admired Signora 
della Varazia. The younger men went 
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farther, raving enthusiastically over her 
loveliness, and the dignified charm of her 
manner. But no one mentioned her intellect, 
though, on first meeting her, and judging by 
the beautiful seriousness about eyes and lips, 
people were always prepared to find in her 
the female counterpart of Guido. And, 
perhaps, the discovery that she was simply a 
sweet-natured, loving-hearted woman, instead 
of a student of philosophy or a melancholy 
seeker after an ideal, was rather a relief than 
otherwise. 

She seldom joined in a general con- 
versation ; when she did so, it was always 
with a quick look at Guido as though to 
divine, by his face, if she were saying just 
what he would like her to say. 

As time went on, and the cold, bright 
Roman winter merged into a delicious spring, 
these glances of shy appeal became more 
frequent and had in them a tinge of nervous- 
ness. Fabei noticed, too, that a shade, 
which grew deeper day by day, had fallen 
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over Guido's renewed hopefulness and 
vigour. Was it gradually dawning upon his 
perceptions that his wife, of whom he had 
expected such great things, was only one of 
those dull beautiful women of whom the 
world is full ; as if, to those who have received 
the ' fatal gift of beauty/ more could not be 
given, and from whom the highest intellect is 
withheld ? 

It was about this time that Fabei's 
attention was attracted to one of the most 
constant habitues of Signora della Varazia's 
salon — the young 'gran signor/ whose pre- 
possessing appearance Nicolo Podesti had 
compared with an amorous Cupid of Cor- 
reggio. At first the young man used to 
sit silent in a corner, his glowing dark eyes 
fixed on Amore. It was easy enough for 
a shrewd observer to guess his secret, 
carefully as he imagined it to be hidden; 
and there was something touching in his 
spasmodic efforts to conquer it, and, above 
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all, not to hint at it to Amore. He had not 
sufficient strength of mind to tear himself 
away from her. But he asked for no more 
than to be able to look at her, to talk to her 
on trivial and impersonal matters, and to 
know that she, at least, was happy. 

He had learnt to bear, without wincing, 
the tokens of her unconcealed devotion to 
Guido. But what did make his blood boil, 
was the want of passion in Guido's affection 
for her. What would not he have given to 
be in his place ? 

Fabei took a half-amused interest in him ; 
he looked so rebelliously unhappy, and it so 
evidently went against the sunniness of his 
nature to be so. But as time passed on 
he either forgot, or partly conquered his 
melancholy, and let his naturally boyish, 
• animal spirits rise to the surface. In that 
little circle of deep thinkers, often weary 
with strenuous thought, he, in his warm- 
blooded youth, seemed to have a vigorous 
electricity of keen life about him which the 
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others lacked, and which Amore alone, 
though in a less apparent degree, shared 
with him. 

Fabei could see that she turned to him, 
sometimes, with the sense of relief that a 
child feels when it is released from the 
oppressive dignity of the drawing-room to 
run wild and free in the nursery. 

Amore and Silvano da Costa were 'but 
children of a larger growth ; ' with him she 
could laugh and talk without weighing her 
words, and without feeling upon her the 
weighty responsibility of her position as wife 
of a man of genius. 

Gradually Guido discovered that his select 
little parties were becoming divided into two 
camps : an intellectual one, and a frivolous 
one. It began by Amore and Silvano having 
their own conversations apart from the more 
serious ones of Guido and his friends ; and 
since women attract more by their looks than 
by their minds, it naturally followed that 

M 
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some of the wiser heads soon found them- 
selves drawn towards their old friend's young 
and lovely wife. 

The fault was certainly Silvano's. Being 
of an irreverent nature, he dared ridicule 
some of the Elect and their words of wisdom, 
and as long as there was no sort of reflection 
upon the superiority of her husband, Amore 
could not help laughing with him, though she 
felt it a kind of treason as she did so. 

That was only the beginning. Had it 
stopped there, Guido might have been 
content. But Amore, in ignorance of the 
mistake she was committing, almost put an 
end for ever to the select charm Guido had 
been so careful to preserve in his little social 
gatherings. Before his marriage women had 
been rigorously excluded from them. Apart 
from the constraint their presence would 
have entailed, he rather despised the whole 
sex, as being either frivolous or dull. It 
was not part of his scheme of education 
that Amore should surround herself with 
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chattering women, and it never struck him 
that she could be weak enough to desire such 
companions. It was quite a shock to him 
when she told him she had invited certain of 
his friends to bring their wives with them to 
the Palazzo Corelli ; and, though he was too 
kind to show his objection, he felt that the 
exclusive society of clever people he had 
taken such pains to gather round him had 
lost its savour. He could not bring himself 
to feel interested in the domestic troubles 
and joys of the commonplace wives and 
mothers who won Amore's quickly-given 
sympathies. 

Fabei was with him when things reached 
a climax. 

They had been for a long walk together, 
talking on all subjects under the sun, — 
amongst others of Amore. Guido had 
expressed some of his hopes for her, — what 
he expected her to become when her char- 
acter was more fully developed, — a creature 
altogether ' too bright and good, For human 
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nature s daily food/ as Fabei mockingly told 
him. 

After this conversation, the sight that 
greeted them when they returned to the 
Palazzo Corelli was in itself something of a 
mockery. 

Guido hurried upstairs, with the feeling of 
satisfaction he always experienced when he 
came home to the scholastic calm of his 
chosen retreat even more strong within him 
than usual. But, half-way up, strange and 
unexpected sounds fell upon his ear, — 
laughter, shrill young voices, little feet 
pattering and scampering overhead — quite a 
small hubbub of merriment. 

Guido paused in amazement. 

' Dio mio / ' he exclaimed in a voice of con- 
sternation that made Fabei laugh with 
malicious amusement. 'What in the name 
of Heaven is this ? ' 

' Children !' ejaculated Fabei. ' Sacrilege, 
amico mio I ' 

'Children?' echoed Guido. 'But that 
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is absolutely impossible — absolutely. The 
saints preserve us ! ' 

Some small arm had flung open the door 
of the studio, and the sight was revealed ! 
Half a dozen children careering round and 
round Guido* s sanctum, pursued by Amore 
with outstretched arms, her eyes blindfolded 
by a hastily caught-up Roman scarf. 

Two mothers were looking on and 
applauding with clapping of hands and 
laughter that was not at all subdued to a 
pitch in keeping with the calm of a scholar's 
study. 

For a moment or two Guido stood in the 
doorway looking on in silence; whilst his 
wife — no longer the personification of digni- 
fied and decorous wisdom, but of love itself, 
blindfolded — groped after her noisy little 
friends, cheeks flushed and hair dishevelled, 
her low, soft laugh mingling gaily with the 
shrill voices of the children. 

They were all too much absorbed to notice 
Guido. Until at last one tiny creature, 
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catching sight of the two strangers, was 
brought to a sudden standstill, and thus fell 
an easy prey into the arms of Amore. She 
caught him with a little cry of triumph, and 
then, tearing the scarf from off her eyes, 
found herself standing face to face with 
Guido. 

1 Ah, you have caught us ! ' she exclaimed. 
( You have caught me making a child of 
myself. We did not expect you so early, 
Guido. Donna Flavia and Signora Altonini 
promised to bring their children to tea with 
me, and we have been having such games. 
Have we not, my little Pepito ?' 

She had taken the child on her lap. It 
passed through Guido's mind that she looked 
like the loveliest of Madonnas, but the child 
was an ugly little fellow and spoilt the pic- 
ture. The two mothers, also, were common- 
place, loud-voiced — a trifle vulgar, — and 
much perturbed by the unexpected arrival 
of the great artist. Altogether, though he 
tried to be friendly and cheerful, he was a 
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wet-blanket upon the merriment, and the 
little party broke up hastily. He had to 
watch these unknown, and not very tidy 
little boys and girls clambering on to Amore's 
lap, kissing her again and again, with 
repeated requests that she would soon let 
them come again and play with her in her 
beautiful large room ; then they were 
dragged away by their mothers, and went 
clattering downstairs, talking and laughing 
at the top of their voices. 

When they had gone — and Fabei with 
them — Guido breathed a sigh of relief. 

' My dear one ! ' he exclaimed, ' what has 
possessed you ? Where did you pick up 
such a friend as Donna Flavia ? ' 

' Poor soul ! Perhaps she is a little bit 
vulgar. But she is a good creature. She 
is so poor, with all those children to bring 
up on next to nothing. I wanted to give 
them a treat. You did not mind, my 
Guido.' 

' Why should I ? ' he answered. ' But 
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not again — do you think so, Amore ? Is 
it necessary ? ' 

' It seems to me, sometimes, that our life is 
too easy and beautiful,' she said. ' It makes 
us selfish. But if you do not like it ' 

' I have not said so/ he interrupted. ' It 
jars upon me, it is true. But if it makes 
you happy, well and good.' 

' Thank you, Guido mio? she said gently, 
slipping her hand into his. 

He could not disguise his feelings from 
her ; her love for him gave her a curiously 
accurate insight into his very thoughts ; and 
after that day no friend of hers ever crossed 
their threshold. She understood that she 
had made a mistake, and that Guido della 
Varazia's wife should learn to hold herself 
aloof from all that could by any possibility 
steal her thoughts from the great and 
sublime ideal fitted for a philosopher's wife. 
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CHAPTER VIII 

« Dead perfection ; no more.' — TENNYSON. 

If any foreboding of her inadequacy to 
fulfil Guido's ideal for her came to Amore, 
it came but faintly, so that she herself was 
the last to understand it. But perhaps 
that ever-present sense of being strung to 
her highest pitch was in a dim way 
preparing her for a comprehension of 
the truth that flashed across her one day, 
after an apparently insignificant little con- 
versation with her husband. 

Lent was over. The chill air that 
hangs about the streets of Rome through- 
out the winter had long ago been thrilled 
into warmth by the Sun -God, who was 
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turning fair Italy into a fairy-land of pure 
gold and serenest blue. 

In the gardens of the Villa Borghese 
the violets and rose-coloured anemones 
were thrusting up their blossoms all over the 
glades and alleys ; everything, everywhere, 
sang of the gushing life of the spring, and 
of the coming glory of the summer. But 
on such days, beautiful as Rome, that city of 
the gods, is in springtime, Amore's heart 
turned with unconquerable yearning to the 
sylvan haunts of her girlhood, — the soft, wild, 
luxuriant loveliness of the hills and valleys 
and fair coasts of the Riviera. After all 
those months of concentrated endeavour to 
raise herself to Guido's level, to thrust into 
the past her old childish delight in the mere 
facts of living and loving, that she might 
pierce the occult mysteries of art and learning 
that made up the sum of Guido's interests, it 
suddenly seemed to her one day, when she 
felt a little tired and depressed, that all her 
efforts had been sheer waste, her belief that 
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she could be satisfied with this, so-called, 
higher life, only a delusion into which she 
had been beguiled by the fervour of her 
affections, with an extravagant impetuosity 
that was absolutely ignorant of the magni- 
tude of what she had undertaken. Little 
by little, the daily lessons with Guido had 
lost some of their zest So long as he 
kept her at the earlier stages, she fulfilled 
all that was required of her. The sonnets 
of Petrarch, of Michael Angelo, of all those 
lesser lights of the Renaissance, awoke her 
quick and ready sympathy; and, up to 
a certain point, she knew and loved her 
Dante. That is to say, she could repeat the 
Vita Nuova word for word by heart, though 
she was slow to grasp Guido's allegorical* 
interpretation of it. To her it was a simple 
enough story of love and death. It took 
away half its interest to have to remember 
that Beatrice was not a real, living woman, 
but only a poet's idea of the personification 
of wisdom. 
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And when Guido led her from the region 
of poetry to higher studies, he realised that 
much of what he said to her made no 
impression at all on her mind. The 
inevitable disillusion that had followed so 
quickly on all his other hopes came, in this 
case, only too soon. Not here would he 
find his ideal. The mystery of her beauty 
was not in her intellect; there was no 
mystery in it ; but only the inherited nobility 
of the thinker's forehead, and a deceptive 
dreaminess in the curve of mouth and 
eyelids. 

Did it never pass through his thoughts 
that the mystery, if mystery there were, 
might be beyond his sight, — not to be 
comprehended by him, even were he to see 
it lying before his eyes ? 

Thus, slowly and imperceptibly, the 
magnetic sympathy that, at first, had drawn 
them towards each other became weaker, 
until its power almost ceased altogether. 
And yet, they both still hoped and believed ; 
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she, that all he desired from her was love ; 
he, that even yet he might make manifest to 
her that perfect happiness is only to be 
attained by rising superior to all those 
earthly pettinesses and enthusiasms that 
bring regret and disappointment in their 
train. 

One day, when the glowing splendour of 
an Italian May had stirred Amore's young 
pulses with eager longing to be once more 
roaming amongst the hills and woods of 
Liguria, a new light broke upon her mind. 

In Rome it was hot and airless. Every 
one, except the artists, was gone, or talking 
of going, to the country. Her two best 
friends, Fabei and Silvano da Costa, had 
come that morning to say good-bye to her 
until November should find them all again 
in Rome. She was homesick ; and there 
was a little feeling of desertion about 
everything that affected her spirits. Her 
thoughts kept wandering away from what 
Guido was reading, or, if she did listen, his 
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words came to her without any meaning. It 
mattered little to her what Epicurus thought 
and said hundreds of years ago, whether he 
had lived for the passing moment only, and 
taught a sensuous philosophy or not. She 
had no need to trouble herself about the 
past, nor, for that matter, about the future 
either. All she cared about was the quick, 
conscious life of the present, whilst she was 
young, loved and loving, and growing with 
the glad springtime towards a perfect 
summer. 

Presently Guido paused in his reading 
and looked at her. She was sitting by his 
side at the inlaid, book-littered table near 
the window, where they had spent many 
peacefully happy hours together. But, just 
now, the eyes that were generally bent with 
studious attention on her book were gazing 
out of the open window, and growing soft 
and luminous with a throng of golden 
memories. Not that there was much to 
see ; only the tall Palazzo opposite shining a 
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hard white in the sun, and, above it, a strip 
of warm blue sky. 

4 Did you understand the last sentence ? ' 
asked Guido. * It is rather abstruse, and 
I think you are a little absent-minded, 
tnia cava! 

She turned to him with her soft, slow 
smile. ' Ah, forgive me, my Guido ! I do 
not think I am in the mood for study. My 
thoughts had flown away back to last year 
at Z-ia.' 

He closed the book, still looking at her 
half curiously. 

I Ebbene I We will not study unless you 
wish it. Of what were you thinking so 
deeply ? ' 

I I was thinking — ' she hesitated and 
coloured a little ; then, ' Do you remember 
what to-day is ? ' she asked, leaning towards 
him, and letting her eyes rest on his. 

4 To-day ? No ; dear one. What is it ? ' 
4 Think — think of last year.' 
He shook his head. 
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' No. I do not follow you, Amore/ 
She looked disappointed for a moment. 

I It is a year to-day since first we met/ 
she said. ' Had you forgotten, Guido ? ' 

' No, I had not forgotten. It is indeed a 
year ago. How little we guessed then what 
the end would be.' 

I I think I always guessed it, from the 
first,' she said quickly. ' I knew, that day in 
the chapel, that love was coming to me.' 

I Strange child. And did it come ? ' 
'Yes, yes. Greater than ever I had 

expected. Oh, Guido, it has been so much 
to me ; everything — sometimes, almost more 
than I can bear.' 

Her head was drooping near his shoulder, 
her love-lit eyes still looking deeply into his, 
in which, instead of any answering light, there 
was only the indulgent attention one might 
lend to the prattlings of a child. 

I I forget nothing of that time/ she went 
on ; ' not a word. Often and often, when 
you and my father were deep in discussions, 
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I used to think what folly it all was, and that 
nothing matters in this world except love. 
Then I would meet your eyes, and know that 
you were thinking the same thing. You 
remember, Guido?' 

He drew a long breath, like one who has 
received a cold shock. 

'Is that what you were thinking?' he 
asked. ' Did you believe the spell that drew 
us together was only the same old earthly 
love — thoughts that all the world can feel ? 
Nothing higher and deeper ? ' 

' What could be higher and deeper ? ' she 
said; and as she asked the question it 
seemed to her that she already knew what 
was coming — something against which she 
would combat until her life's end. 

'Knowledge, Wisdom, Absolute Beauty, 
which, as Plato tells us, stands with Temper- 
ance on a chaste pedestal/ he answered. 
1 And that, from the nature of it, is incompat- 
ible with earthly passions.' 

* Then is that what you meant when you 

N 
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asked me to help you find the perfect life ? ' 
she asked very low, her hands clasped 
tightly together. 

' Yes. What else could it mean, carina ?' 

She drew away from him with a mirthless 
laugh, that carried away with it all the pure, 
blissful hopes of her girlhood. 

'Ah — indeed, yes. What else could it 
mean ? ' she repeated. ' We are both wrong. 
If your idea is folly, mine is worse folly. 
But do you know, Guido,' — she tried to 
speak gaily, — 'I believe that I do not, in 
my heart, care much for these higher studies. 
I do not see that they lead to anything but 
discontent. Is it very wrong of me ? Ah ! 
well, I am stupid ; I have always known that 
I am stupid. Not nearly clever enough for 
you, Guido.' 

'You do not know yourself/ he said 
kindly. ' You must be patient/ 

'Yes. I do know myself!' she cried. ' I 
know what I can give you and what I can- 
not. I cannot bring you wisdom ; I can only 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



VIII A LOVER OF THE BEAUTIFUL 179 

bring you love. And that I give you with- 
out stint — without ceasing — my whole heart, 
Guido, — if you will have it.' 

In her excitement she had risen, and 
stood before him like a beautiful vision of 
impassioned love, her eyes on fire, her red 
lips quivering. 

All the artist in Guido was aroused. 

1 How beautiful you are ! ' he exclaimed. 
'Stay like that for a moment. If only I 
could catch your expression now, it would 
be superb.' 

But she sank listlessly back into her 
chair, her hands falling loosely on to her 
lap. 

'You cannot catch it,' she said indiffer- 
ently. ' You know how often you have tried. 
There must be something in it that you do 
not understand. It is soul-less, soul-less — 
and you will not learn to see it.' 
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CHAPTER IX 

* No, I am not for thee. Thou art too new, 
I am too old, to the old beaten way. 
The griefs are not the same which grieve us two : 
Thy thought and mine lie far apart to-day.' 

November had come again. The malaria, 
that all through the summer months had 
laid its devastating hand on the lovely- 
gardens of the Borghese, and over the 
hot, flower -decked Campagna, had, in its 
turn, been smitten with death by the 
fresher breezes of autumn ; and once more 
the streets of the Eternal City were 
thronged with life and motion. 

Just a year after his first call on Signora 
della Varazia, Lorenzo Fabei found himself 
again wending his way towards the Palazzo 
Corelli. As he walked down the Via 
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Condotti he stopped now and then to look 
in at the gay shop-windows — here bright 
with strings of pink and red coral from 
Naples, here shining with huge jewels 
sparkling like bits of scintillating glass, 
here displaying rich brocades and gorgeous 
Oriental hangings ; or copies in marble or 
alabaster of the well-known statues with 
whose fair outlines one becomes so familiar 
as one treads the streets of Rome. 

Just as he turned under the archway of 
the courtyard of the old Palazzo, with its 
ever- rippling fountain, Fabei caught sight 
of Silvano da Costa wandering aimlessly 
down the street, pausing every now and 
then to look in at a shop-window, with the 
abstracted gaze of a man whose wishes lead 
him in one direction, his duty or common sense 
in another. 

When he saw Fabei he hurried to join 
him, as if glad of an excuse to end his 
indecision, and turned with him into the 
cool courtyard. 
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1 Well met, Silvano mto. I did not know 
you were in Rome. How long have you 
been back ? ' asked Fabei, pausing beside 
the fountain before he knocked at the 
entrance door of the Palazzo. ' I only came 
home myself yesterday.' 

' Oh, I have been here some time — nearly 
three weeks/ said Silvano. ' I daresay it 
was a sin to leave the hills so soon. But — 
Ebbene ! I came, and that is all there is 
to say about it.' 

The two men had become close friends, 
perhaps all the closer from the disparity 
between their ages. And since Fabei had 
spent three or four weeks with him at his 
villa among the Abruzzi, Silvano had come 
to look upon him as a safe and trustworthy 
guide in most matters. 

' Well ? How are they getting on here ? ' 
asked Fabei. ' Is the Beatrice finished ?' 

1 Yes. Very much finished. Refined and 
double refined/ answered Silvano. ' He has 
put his whole mind and soul into it, and 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



IX A LOVER OF THE BEAUTIFUL 183 

that, I suppose, is saying his whole self. 
He is all soul and intellect, isn't he ? Not 
common flesh and blood like you or I ? ' 

1 Then it is a success ? Is he satisfied 
at last, poor Guido ? ' 

Silvano shrugged his shoulders, and 
turned out the palms of his hands, with a 
healthy contempt for the longings and dis- 
contents of a class of men whom he con- 
sidered closely allied to the weaker sex. 

' Satisfied ? Are painters ever satisfied ? 
Much less Guido. That is the worst of 
artists. They slave and grind, and work 
themselves, first into a frenzy of rapture, 
then into black despair, over a harmony on 
canvas that doesn't give the poor devils 
half so much satisfaction, when it is finished, 
as we get out of a good day's fox-hunting 
over the Campagna. I would not be an 
artist — no, not I, per Bacco. 

' Love is a foolish riot, 
And to be loved is a burden ; 
Who loves and is loved in quiet 
Has all the world for his guerdon,' 
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'And the Signora? Beautiful as ever, 
I suppose. Have you seen her lately ? ' 

'Yes — I think you will find her changed,' 
he answered, suddenly sobering. ' I have seen 
a great deal of her,' he added, looking Fabei 
straight in the face, with a kind of defiance 
in his quick, dark eyes. 

' Come, then ! Instead of discussing them, 
let's go upstairs. Nicolo Podesti is sure to 
keep us gossiping for half an hour on the way.' 

They found Guido alone in the studio, 
not painting, but gazing in an abstracted way 
at some designs on a table before him, and 
with a ponderous folio open on his knee. 
But he sprang up when Fabei and Silvano 
entered, welcoming them with the genial 
charm of manner he reserved for his special 
friends. It struck Fabei that his fine 
thoughtful face was loftier and colder than 
ever, and that his gaiety was a little forced, 
as though it were an effort to bring him- 
self down from his dream-land to the world 
of reality. 
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'You want to see Amore/ he said 
presently. ' I will call her. She will be 
glad to see you again, Lorenzo/ 

When he went to hold back the velvet 
curtain dividing the two rooms, the action 
reminded Fabei forcibly of his visit there 
a year before. There was the same un- 
failing deference, the tactful observance 
of those little attentions that so seldom 
outlive the honeymoon. Fabei almost 
expected again to see the white -robed 
figure standing against the background of 
faded reds and oranges ; again to see the 
flashing smile of affection with which the 
bride of a year ago had glanced up at 
her husband. 

Perhaps it was this expectation that made 
him experience something of a shock when 
she really came — young and beautiful still, 
yet not the bride of a year ago. She wore 
a very simple, close - fitting black dress, 
fastened at the throat by a single ruby that 
throbbed as it caught the light, like a heart 
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warm with young life ; and, except for 
that, and her heavy knot of red -gold hair, 
there was not a sign of colour about her. 
Her face, beautiful and serious, was pale 
with that Southern pallor which, beside 
our Northern whiteness, has in itself almost 
the depth and warmth of colour. Her eyes, 
under their languorous lids, were very quiet 
and dreamy ; and as she moved slowly for- 
ward to greet Fabei she showed none of 
the old unconstrained pleasure with which 
she used to make him welcome. 

'You are just in time to see Guido's 
picture before it goes to be exhibited/ she 
said, after the first greetings were over. 
' He has been longing to hear your opinion 
of it.' 

' I expect yours is much more valuable/ 
said Fabei. ' You are versed in its hidden 
lore/ 

' I ? Oh no/ she said, with a faint smile. 
* I do not understand art. There are very 
few things I do understand/ 
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' Fabei knows beforehand what to expect 
of my pictures,' said Guido lightly, though 
there was an undercurrent of bitterness in 
his voice. ' This has failed just where the 
others have failed/ 

' Nonsense ! I hear that it is a master- 
piece. Courage, mio amico. At all events 
let me see it.' 

Guido drew aside a curtain which pre- 
vented the light from falling too brightly 
on a large picture at the far end of the 
studio, and beckoned to Fabei to come 
nearer. 

His own face was a study as he waited 
for his friends criticism. As Silvano said, 
he had put his whole being into the picture. 
For months he had thought of little else. 
It was to be the supreme crowning effort 
of his life ; to express, in its perfect beauty, 
all the mystery of life and death and immor- 
tality ; in a word — to live. 

In the anxiety of his gaze as he tried to 
read Fabei* s answer in his face, and in the 
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half-mournful tenderness with which his eyes 
kept wandering to the picture, one might 
have read his secret. He had failed, and he 
knew it 

' It is wonderful/ said Fabei, after a pause. 
He could not say anything more whilst 
Guido's anxious and searching eyes were 
upon him. 

It was a masterpiece in its way. From 
a merely artistic point of view it was as 
nearly perfect as possible. Dexterity and 
sure power of hand, colour in its purest 
depth and coolness, loftiness of thought 
and conception, were there, not to be 
denied. But the old fault of Guido's pictures 
was also there. 

It was an intellectual gem — no more. 
He had refined away feeling — emotion — all 
the humanising element which alone could 
have made it live. 

1 Per Bacco ! But I should be eaten up 
with pride if I were you, Guido ! ' exclaimed 
Silvano, the quick bright tones of his voice 
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dispelling the little cloud that had fallen 
upon them all. 

He professed a contempt for artists as 
a white-livered race, and the ' Dante and 
Beatrice' conveyed but little to his mind 
beyond the fact that Beatrice was a dis- 
appointing likeness of his cousin. 

But he hated to see a man fail, after 
he had struggled hard in any cause ; and 
Guido's unspoken disappointment filled him 
with good-natured sympathy. It seemed to 
make Guido more human for the moment. 

'Yes. We must bring back your self- 
confidence, Guido. You ought to be proud 
of this. Ought not he, Signora?' said 
Fabei, appealing to Amore. 

She was sitting in one of the deep, wood- 
panelled embrasures of the windows, her 
head drooping a little, as though weighed 
ddwn by its wealth of hair. Her hands, 
folded loosely on her lap, showed very 
white and soft against the black dress. 
There was a little wanness about the 
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once delicately curved cheeks — a want of 
the intense expressiveness that had before 
infused such rarity into her loveliness; 
and the change was very perceptible in 
her loss of beauty. 

She had not betrayed much interest in 
what was being said. But when Fabei 
addressed her she looked up suddenly, and 
her answer came with curious directness. 

• I cannot imagine any man being in love 
with such a woman/ she said slowly. ' She 
is cold as ice; she would freeze the folly 
out of him/ 

As she spoke she raised her eyes, and 
in their passionate depths Fabei saw that 
her composed quietism and want of life 
were but external. The impulsive fire of 
youth was still there, suppressed and stifled, 
but slowly smouldering, ready, at a breath, 
to burst out into vivid flame. But the glance 
was only momentary, checked as quickly as 
it had come. Again she lowered her eyes, 
and sat there cold and expressionless. 
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'That is what struck me, too/ said 
Silvano, in a lower tone, joining her in 
the embrasure. ' But I am too ignorant to 
be a critic. One can only judge by what 
one feels. For myself, per Bacco, I would 
as soon walk down the crater of Vesuvius 
as dare to love Guido' s Beatrice. Dante 
must have been a bold fellow.' 

4 Love is a ridiculous thing/ said Amore, 
smiling back into his face, then glancing at 
Guido with a little sigh. 

'Most ridiculous/ said Silvano gaily, 
though his eyes were not in tune with his 
words. 

* Love is a foolish riot, 
And to be loved is a burden. . , .' 

Guido dropped the curtain over the pic- 
ture, and he and Fabei drew a little apart 
from the two younger ones. 

'You see/ he said bitterly, 'it is the 
old story. But this time it seems to have 
taken the life out of me. It was, so to 
speak, my last and greatest chance. I 
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had the very picture before me at one 
time, and you see what I have made of 
it And yet, what in the name of all the 
saints is wanting ? I confess that I can- 
not see.' 

' You got what you wanted in the sketch 
you originally made, 1 answered Fabei. 
'Why in the world did you try to improve 
upon it ? ' 

' Because it did not express my meaning. 
To do that I had to purge away what was 
carnal in it. This is what remained.' 

' Ebbene I I can only repeat what I 
said once before. Get your wife to teach 
you.' 

Guido did not answer. Fabei's last 
words had stirred up a host of memories 
and regrets and lost hopes. But there 
was a loyalty in him that prevented him 
from confessing that he had failed with his 
wife as he had done with his works, and 
that she had proved too frail and weak to 
be subservient to his art, or to his ideal. 
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Fabei felt the constraint, and hurried to 
break the silence. 

' Do the lessons still go on ? What 
profound philosophies have you reached? 
It is time you set about constructing one 
of your own. When you do, it will take 
us all half a lifetime to learn it.' 

'Oh, we gave up the lessons long ago. 
They were wearisome to her, I think. The 
higher life has not much interest for her. 
It was a curious mistake of mine to believe 
that it had. I used to imagine that it was 
all written in her face. And the strange 
thing about it is that I very seldom see 
her with that expression of ideality now. 
I often wonder what it can have meant/ 

'She does not look strong/ said Fabei. 
' I see a great change in her/ 

'Yes. She is losing her beauty. But 
I think she is quite well and happy/ 
answered Guido, looking anxiously across 
at his wife. 'She never complains of any- 
thing/ 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



194 A LOVER OF THE BEAUTIFUL CHAP. 

Then, after a second, he added im- 
patiently, ' There ! Look at her. At this 
instant the old expression is there, strong 
as ever. Why cannot I grasp it — keep it 
there — make it live ? ' 

1 You must understand it first/ said Fabei 
quietly. l But you never will. It is a riddle 
which you are too dull to answer/ 

The ' Dante and Beatrice ' was seen, 
admired, criticised, and received its due 
meed of interest, praise, and blame from the 
vox populi. But it was not a success. No 
one came to look at it twice, except young 
artists who wished to study Delia Varazia's 
style, or to learn the secret of his wonder- 
ful colouring. Though it was a ' thing 
of beauty* it was not a 'joy for ever.' It 
had just missed being a great work, like 
so many other of his pictures, which, though 
they never failed as illustrations of pure 
beauty, conveyed neither the passion of 
grief nor the exuberance of joy ; and, though 
his cold and statuesque Beatrice may have 
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been an admirable symbolic personation of 
Knowledge, the world in general, like 
Amore, preferred to think of Dante's 
Beatrice as nothing more remote and un- 
approachable than a beautiful and lovable 
woman. 

After this failure, as evident to himself 
as it was to others, Guido shut himself up 
more exclusively than ever in that skyey 
studio of his, chosen years before during a 
fancy he had had of always living at a height, 
as near the sky as possible, as if in that clear 
thin air he could render more visible the far- 
reaching thoughts that radiated through his 
brain. What swift, bright secret flashed 
before him in the stillness of his solitude? 
And, when solved, what divine truth, what 
benign solace would it shed into the world ? 

Emancipation from the trammels of the 
flesh, with its petty and wearying humours 
and emotions ; concentration ; the power of 
viewing life in the white light of reason: 
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these were the objects for which he strove. 
Wrapt, now in the sage's contemplation of 
the whole wide Universe so full of in- 
scrutable mystery ; now in the perilous 
self-analysis of an intellectual egotism. 

And into this concentration, this solitude 
of intense thought, Amore had stolen, bear- 
ing about her that warm and emotional 
individuality which it had been Guidos 
self-imposed vocation in life to crush and 
annihilate. His world of abstract beauty 
was exquisite as an icicle in sunshine. But 
it was its deadly chill, not its chaste loveli- 
ness, that was most manifest to the woman 
who loved him, and who, for his sake, 
pressed the benumbing crystal to her heart 
in the vain hope that it might freeze to death 
that passionate craving for a lower humanity, 
which prevented her from standing, hand in 
hand with him, on his transcendent heights. 

Outwardly, at least, she conformed to his 
standard of unenthusiastic quietism. ' She 
has gained in repose/ said Guido one day ; 
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and whether that were loss or gain, it was 
true. There was something hushed, still, 
shadowy, about her now. She seemed always 
as one waiting in motionless patience for 
something to vivify her again into youth and 
warmth, as she sat in his studio, the figure 
and head a little drooping, the white hands 
lying quiet and nerveless in her lap. 

In this husband and wife extremes had 
met, as they are often supposed to do. The 
one set his eyes too resolutely on mental 
abstractions, on the Infinite; the other 
was over - susceptible to human loves and 
joys, human hopes and fears. 

' Delia Varazia is making his wife very 
like himself/ his friends began to say. ' She 
is not very interesting, and she is fast losing 
her beauty. There is no life, no colour 
about her/ 

At times even Fabei, who imagined 
himself fairly well acquainted with her char- 
acter, thought so too, and believed that the 
calm self-restraint was natural to her, and 
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that she had outlived the impulsiveness of 
her girlhood. 

But there were passing moments when he 
thought differently, — when he would catch 
her eyes dwelling upon Guido with a yearn- 
ing that threatened to break down her self- 
control ; or when, in a sudden brief sentence, 
she would betray something of the bitterness 
of a heart flung back upon itself. 

Guido was very kind to her in his half- 
sighted way. But she was not part of his 
life. He never told her what he did, what 
he hoped, what he thought. They were 
husband and wife — fond of each other in a 
calm high fashion (as though love were a 
kind of afterthought). But friends and com- 
panions they could never be. 

1 It is a mistake for an artist to marry/ 
Amore once said to Fabei, with quiet con- 
viction. ' His art should be his wife. It 
would have been better for Guido's future 
fame if he had never married. ' 

' His marriage was the best thing he ever 
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did in his life/ said Fabei rather hotly. ' He 
wanted humanising. Nothing is so good for 
a man like Guido as being in love/ 

'Guido was in love with an ideal/ she 
said indifferently, dropping her eyes under 
her long lashes. 

'Of which you, Signora, were the 
realisation/ 

'Yes/ she said, with a momentary quiver 
of the interlaced fingers. ' But it was an 
ideal without a heart/ 

In looking back upon the winter and 
spring, when, for various reasons, the for- 
tunes of the Delia Varazias formed the chief 
background to his thoughts, the figure that 
stood forward most vividly in Fabei's recol- 
lection was that of Silvano da Costa. He 
seemed to shine by the side of Guido and 
Amore, in their shadowy unreality, like the 
presence of life itself, with his lively, expres- 
sive face, and the quick ringing tones of his 
voice, even his well-known footstep as he 
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ran lightly up the long flight of stone stairs 
in the Palazzo Corelli, singing or whistling 
his favourite song, 

' Love is a foolish riot, 
And to be loved is a burden.' 

Only once did Guido, himself, observe 
anything that suggested to him the possi- 
bility that Amore was not perfectly happy 
and contented. 

About the beginning of April, Signora da 
Costa wrote to say that she and the Cavaliere 
thought of coming to Rome for a few weeks, 
to be near their daughter. The news had 
an unaccountable effect on Amore. Fabei 
and Silvano were both present when the 
letter from Signora da Costa arrived, 
and they had expected that this, at least, 
would arouse Amore from her indifference. 
And so, for a few minutes, it did, though not 
in the sense they had anticipated. 

She seemed to be terribly upset. 

1 Oh, do not let them come ! ' she kept 
saying, pacing up and down the studio, and 
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striking her hands together with a kind of 
wildness. 'Tell them not to come. It is 
too late in the season. Spring is here. 
They must not Leave Z-ia in the spring. 
Guido, do you hear? Oh, tell them not to 
come ! ' 

Guido looked up from his book, a slow 
surprise gathering in his eyes. 

1 Tell them not to come ? ' he exclaimed. 
' I thought their coming would delight you 
beyond all things. You do not mean it, 
Amore ? ' 

1 Yes ; yes. I do — I do not care to have 

them here just now. I — I ' she sat down 

and forced herself to be calm. ' Rome never 
agrees with my mother, and soon it will be 
hot and stifling, like it was last year. You 
Romans do not notice it. But she is 
English — and at Z-ia it is so different, so, 
different. Write to her, Guido. Ask her 
to come another time. Ask her to wait.' 

'To wait? For what?' he asked, still 
wondering at her strange mood. 
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She did not answer. She had half turned 
away from them; but Fabei and Silvano could 
see the slow tears falling down her cheeks. 

Silvano sprang up, his eyes fixed on 
Guido with sudden uncontrollable passion. 
Every instant Fabei expected to hear him 
burst out into mad words that could never 
be unsaid ; and had Guido seen the expres- 
sion of his fierce young face, a storm would 
have been inevitable. But he was looking 
at his wife, perplexed, and a little bit put 
out by her unreasonable humouh 

'Control yourself, for Heaven's sake/ 
whispered Fabei, touching Silvano's arm. 
'You had better come away. We are not 
wanted here ; and they will not notice our 
absence.' 

Silvano's eyes flashed at him. Then, 
with a shrug of his shoulders, he followed 
him from the room, down the cool staircase, 
and out into the sunny street. The boy's 
impetuous Southern blood was on fire. He 
would have liked to challenge Guido to 
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mortal combat, after the manner of ancient 
Roman heroes ; or to have stabbed him on 
his own threshold, like those later Romans 
who were not quite so heroic, — anything to 
relieve his anger. 

Fabei let him walk off some of his indig- 
nation, and did not speak to him until they 
had reached the top of the broad steps lead- 
ing to the Trinita de* Monti. Here they 
stopped, and, leaning over the terrace wall, 
looked down on the artists' models who were 
lounging in their brilliantly picturesque 
costumes all over the steps. Just below the 
rampart a young fellow with long auburn 
hair, and flushed, sunburnt face, in a bright 
blue jacket, and with buskined feet, was 
dancing the mad Saltarello with a peasant 
woman, with the broad straight back and 
proud head so often seen amongst the 
Roman lower classes. On they danced, 
round and round and round, with flying feet, 
as though they would dance themselves to 
purgatory, whilst the unending, monotonous 
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tune twanged merrily through the air from 
the gay mandoline. 

' He is breaking her heart/ Silvano 
muttered savagely after a little while. ' Who 
is to save her ? ' 

1 Not you/ said Fabei gravely. ' Take 
care, caro mio. You are within an ace of 
making a fool of yourself. If you take my 
advice, you will leave Rome at once/ 

' Grazia. I do not care for your advice. 
What harm can I do here ? ' 

' There is always harm in making a fool of 
oneself/ 

' Not if it is only of oneself/ he answered 
quickly. ' Of course I know what you mean. 
But there is no danger for her. She is 
wrapped up in her Ice-King/ He gave a 
kind of groan, then added, looking Fabei 
straight in the face, * I give you my word 
of honour that if I thought there was 
danger for her in my remaining, I would 
leave Rome this instant. Do you believe 
me?' 
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* Madonna / Yes. But there may be a 
subtle danger you do not understand/ 

' I only wish to be a little help to her, and 
I think I cheer her up sometimes/ he said. 
'The first time you think I am forgetting 
myself, tell me, and I will go. That is a 

bargain I have never breathed of my 

feelings to her/ 

1 1 trust you. But women have quick 
eyes. She may read your secret ; and then 
the innocence of ignorance will be gone from 
her. She is not so severely cold as she 
would have us think/ 

' I think she is very cold/ said Silvano 
absently, his eyes wandering away over the 
city roofs, to where the great dome of San 
Pietro hung like a vast golden shell in the 
sunlight. 
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CHAPTER X 

* Beautiful, tender, wasting away for sorrow, 
Thus to-day. How will it be with thee to-morrow ? 
Beautiful, tender. What else ? 

A hope tells.' — Christina Rossetti. 

Signora da Costa and the Cavaliere did 
not pay their contemplated visit to Rome. 
The Signora was in bad health, and her 
husband dreaded the malarious air of the 
city for her, so that, for the present, Amore 
was spared from having her feelings probed 
by the quick sympathy of her mother. 

Thus quietly, uneventfully, April passed ; 
and May, with its bright, sunlit days, was 
hastening, with flower-decked feet, towards 
burning June ; and still, as the long, radiant 
days came and went, Silvano da Costa 
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lingered in Rome, though there were life and 
freedom, as he understood them, waiting for 
him in his wild mountain home ; and whilst he 
lingered, Fabei lingered too, quietly watch- 
ing and waiting, — prepared, if he thought fit, 
to carry him away by force, if nothing else 
would prevail. 

Even Guido, in this golden weather, came 
down from his lofty abode and his lofty 
thoughts, to yield himself, in some measure, 
to the insidious influence of warm, sun-laden 
breezes, and Nature in fullest blossom. Soon 
he would be away in Northern Italy — that 
resting-place for his intellect, where, now and 
then, during those rare moments when he 
forgot his self- consciousness, he seemed to 
come, for a brief space, very close to Nature's 
heart, — almost to feel its warm pulsations, as 
in his younger days, before he had aspired 
to trace the source of all sensation, or 
endeavoured to discover a philosophic 
'Soul of Reason* in those aerial and fleet- 
ing spirits, that make Nature beautiful to 
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those who love her for the very mystery 
that is in her. 

Meantime there crept over Amore da 
Costa the hungering nostalgia that had 
attacked her last year in the spring. Gradu- 
ally — to her it seemed with terrible swiftness 
— her self-control, her impassivity, were 
deserting her. The fierce hot sunshine stole 
into her veins, warming her. blood into a 
throbbing desire for more life, more move- 
ment, more exuberance of youthfulness. The 
longing seemed to be burning itself out in 
her eyes, as they glowed, dreamy and un- 
fathomable, from out the shadows that had 
fallen so heavily over them of late. And as 
though fearful lest they should betray her rest- 
lessness to the man who believed that her 
newly -learnt calm dignity was the natural 
and unforced result of his teaching, she 
had acquired a habit of always keeping 
her white lids lowered when she thought 
his gaze was upon her. 

One of her favourite haunts in those 
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days was the Church of S. Cecilia in 
Trastevere. 

Often, to those who most rejoice in the 
beauties of nature, art does not appeal very 
strongly; it seems cold and lifeless compared 
with the ever-varying lights and harmonies of 
earth and sky, the inimitable marvels of form 
in the swelling curves and clear-cut peaks 
of mountains, or in the delicate traceries 
of tree and leaf and flower. Amore revelled 
in all these things ; but she had never 
shown a very lively appreciation either of the 
severe perfection of Hellenic sculpture, or 
of the glowing colour and physical loveli- 
ness of Italian paintings. 

But, lately, one figure wrought in marble 
had haunted her imagination. 

It was the famous recumbent statue of 
Santa Cecilia, said to have been modelled 
from the embalmed body of the Martyr as 
it was found in the Catacombs, fallen like 
one in sleep. 

There was something in that beautiful 
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quiet form — not lying stiff and rigid, but 
on her side, 'like a virgin in her bed* — that 
spoke to Amore of the profound calm and 
dreamlessness of death as the one supreme 
remedy for all restlessness of heart and brain. 
So white, so still, so pure, the saint lay there 
in that quiet shrine under the altar, with such 
a hush of silence in the languid pose of the 
averted head, such an infinity of rest in the 
curves of the wearied limbs. 

Oh that she too might find rest and 
peace, — she, who was no saint wedded to 
a Heavenly Bridegroom, but a woman with 
all the passions and frailties of a human 
soul in love with life ! 

Sleep, repose, nonentity. They had a 
peculiar fascination for her at times, 
strangely at variance with that other craving 
for a vividly conscious vitality. 

' If only one could walk on and on, 
through those great stretches of poppies, 
until sleep stole over one for ever, — sleep, 
deep as death ! ' she said one day. 
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They were out on the Campagna, whither 
Guido often took them, now that the swiftly- 
maturing spring had power to lure him away 
from his studio — always the same little party 
of four, the Delia Varazias, Fabei, and Sil- 
vano da Costa. 

The whole foreground just there was on 
fire, ablaze with blood - red poppies, — acre 
after acre of them stretching away in a 
dazzling mass of waving scarlet. As Amore 
spoke, Fabei fancied that he could see her 
wandering dreamily on and on, crushing out 
the languorous breath of the red flowers with 
her white feet, poppies in her hair and in her 
hands, whilst their dream -laden fragrance 
stole softly over her, weighing down the 
tired eyelids, soothing the tired senses into 
a long sleep, deep and still and unconscious. 

Silvano, lying at her feet in the flower- 
sprinkled grass, looked up into her face with 
eager protest. 

1 No/ he said ; i we would not go. When 
one is young one does not want to rest. 
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Wait until old age comes. Then, perhaps, 
it will be time to think of sleep. But, now, 
all one needs is a siesta during the greatest 
heat of the day.' 

'Silvano is right. You must not try to 
make us think your ideal such a low one, 
Amore mia? said Guido. € For what is sleep 
but an abeyance of all the powers that dis- 
tinguish us from beasts of the field ? It 
would be more to the purpose if our faculties 
could for once be thoroughly awakened, in- 
stead of being continually weighed down by 
physical weaknesses. They are what keep 
us grovelling; and sleep is the most purely 
physical enjoyment of all. It reduces us, so 
to speak, into inanimate bodies, absolutely 
devoid of soul and intellect. And yet/ he 
added wistfully, 'though we can all of us 
destroy in ourselves every trace of either of 
the last, we can never, not even the best of 
us, rid ourselves of the body, with all its 
attendant ills and sordid wants.' 

'The saints preserve us from such a 
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metamorphosis ! ' exclaimed Silvano irrev- 
erently. ' Remember, Guido, that even your 
favourite old philosophers did not get beyond 
"Mens sana in corpore sano. ,} At least they 
left us our blood and muscles/ 

'Yet even they never quite penetrated 
behind the veil, never wholly cast behind 
them a certain sensuality if only of thought. 
It was the fault of their age, not of them- 
selves. And we are even more blind than 
they.' 

' Listen/ said Fabei, ' there is a lark sing- 
ing just overhead. That is better than any 
of your philosophies/ 

Guido, lying back full length on the soft 
grass, with his hands behind his head, let his 
eyes follow the bird as it winged its glad 
way, up and up and up, farther than eye 
could reach, into the pure ether, until it 
became a mere speck upon the translucent 
blue. And ever, as it soared, its song seemed 
to pierce stronger and stronger through the 
still air, growing more radiantly joyous and 
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free, — such a hymn of praise as was never 
heard in San Pietro even from the papal 
choir. 

'Tantalising,' he said, half to himself, 
' that we, with all our striving, cannot rise like 
that. The lark does seem, literally, to soar 
in spirit or soul only, divested of all earthly 
cares and passions/ 

Amore, rousing suddenly out of her silent 
abstraction, let her eyes flash for a moment 
on her husband. 

' 1 would rather die without a soul/ she 
breathed passionately, 'than live without a 
heart/ 

Guido looked at her with a little astonish- 
ment. She had not been like herself just 
lately ; he did not understand her. 

'The heart has usurped a great many 
virtues that do not belong to it/ he said 
reprovingly. 'And its faults are always 
attributed to any cause but itself. Selfish- 
ness, prejudice, blinding enthusiasm, and 
fifty other follies, come from the heart/ 
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' Yes. You are right/ Amore said gently. 
Something in her voice seemed to add that 
he could not be wrong in anything. Yet, a 
second before, she had spoken with scarcely 
suppressed rebellion. 

'No. He is wrong, utterly wrong/ put 
in Fabei. € I have told him so a thousand 
times, but he will not believe me, fool that 
he is ! But the day will come, Signora/ 

She smiled and shook her head. 

* No — not for that. But some day he will 
discover the true secret of life and teach it 
to us. Will you not, Guido ? ' 

He did not hear the question. He was 
far away from them all/following some train 
of thought that had brought a shade of per- 
plexity to his brow. 

Before him spread the mighty Campagna, 
one vast plain of flowers, and golden grain, 
and scarlet poppies, and waving green 
grasses, whilst, beyond, rose its girdle of 
everlasting hills, blue and soft as violets, 
against a cloudless sky tremulous with sun- 
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light. Every inch of that historic ground, 
every one of those fair undying hills, was 
theme for a poet's reverie. But Guido's 
thoughts were not with them. 

He was pondering over his own unsatisfy- 
ing existence, his own failures, his dreary 
sense that, in spite of his noble aims and 
strenuously conscientious life, he yet mis- 
understood the vital essence of beauty even 
more than did his fellows. 

A voice, faint, uncomprehended, and 
hitherto silent, seemed to be speaking to 
him of a new faith, — something so remote 
from his former beliefs that, though conscious 
of its gradual birth in his mind, he failed to 
grasp its nature, and half mistrusted it as a 
deceptive and alien light. 

Fabei, too, was in a profound reverie. 
He was wondering how much longer he 
could reconcile his conscience to Silvanos 
prolonged sojourn in Rome. He trusted him 
implicitly. But there was an eloquence in 
his eyes, in his voice, in his manner to 
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Amore, that betrayed what he was too hon- 
ourable to tell in words. 

Little scraps of conversation came to 
Fabei, now and then, from where the two 
were sitting together at a short distance from 
himself and Guido. 

1 Do you see that white gull ? ' he heard 
Amore saying. € Look how the sun gleams 
on its breast, until it shines like a star against 
the blue, or like a pearl and silver vessel of 
the gods/ 

* As love comes flashing into our lives/ 
murmured Silvano. ' Is not that it ? ' 

* I think it must be so/ she said absently. 
' You think so ? Don't you know it ? ' 
She sighed, and passed her hand over her 

forehead. Then, with a smile, answered 
lightly, 'Ah, well! Yes. I know it. We 
all know it, do we not ? ' 

'We will ask Guido. He will tell us. 
Only, I suppose he will call it the Ideal, 
instead of love/ 

1 No, no. Do not disturb him/ she said 
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hastily. 'He is in another world, learning 
what will make him famous/ and as she spoke 
she laid her hand on Silvano's arm to arrest 
him. 

The blood rushed into his face. For a 
moment he looked down on the long 
nervous fingers, vaguely noticing how thin 
and delicate they had become. And then he 
lifted his eyes, full of passionate longing, and 
saw that she too was flushed with a strange, 
new shyness. 

The truth came upon her with a curious 
kind of blissful fear, a triumphant exultation, 
— not because of Silvano, but because Guido 
was looking at her with sudden interest and 
wonder, as in the old days at Z-ia. 

'A thousand apoplexies on the boy!' 
ejaculated Fabei under his breath. € I shall 
carry him away from Rome to-morrow. 
What in the name of the devil does he mean 
by looking at her like that ? ' 

Guido sighed impatiently. It was dis- 
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heartening, after years of mortification of the 
senses, to be overcome by such a confusion 
of ideas, such an unreasonable quickening of 
the pulses, as though the sudden dissatisfaction 
he had been feeling with his hitherto cherished 
ideals, had come to him with something 
of relief, — a reaction of the passions after 
long -sustained asceticism of thought and 
emotion. 

' Don't you think Amore is much 
changed ? ' he asked irrelevantly, lowering 
his voice that only Fabei might hear his 
words. 'She has not been looking strong 
for some time; and her beauty has gone. 
But, once or twice, during the last few days, 
it has struck me that she is regaining it in 
some degree. For instance, when I chanced 
to look up at her just now, there was the old 
expression as vivid and beautiful as ever. It 
is curious/ he added meditatively, 'that 
she never looks like that at me. Silvano, 
alone, seems to have power to draw forth 
sudden gleams of it. Yet what does he know 
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or feel of anything that comes from our 
deepest and finest consciousness ? ' 

1 Because he cannot sympathise with such 
a transcendental consciousness as yours, it 
does not follow that other people find him 
equally unsympathetic/ said Fabei, rather 
impatiently. 'You are cold and rigid in 
your ideal, Guido. But remember that 
he is young — they are both young. For 
them life without warm human affection 
is not life. Forgive me, amico mio. It 
is time your eyes were opened. I must 
speak my mind, even if it costs me your 
friendship. , 

'What do you mean? You don't think 
that I neglect her?' exclaimed Guido, 
surprised and distressed. 'If so, abuse me 
to your heart's content ; it is no more than I 

deserve. But how 1 thought I made her 

happy. What have I left undone ? ' 

4 It is not neglect. It is one of those 
intangible things that can only be known by 
instinct. You live too high, my philosopher. 
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I always told you so. Any one can understand 
the object of Pygmalion, who wished to 
animate a beautiful stone figure into real, 
breathing life. But I defy any one to find 
rhyme or reason in your incomprehensible 
desire to freeze a warm-hearted human being 
into a block of cold and insensate marble. 
It is sheer madness. 1 

1 1 only wished to elevate her. If I tried 
to rob her of life — as you understand it — it 
was only that I might lead her from a lower 
to a higher state. But in that too I have 
failed, — failed miserably!' he cried. 'My 
life has been one egregious mistake from 
beginning to end/ 

' It need not have been jso. It was your 
own doing. What does your beloved Plato 
say ? That none should aspire to poetry or 
the arts who is not filled with the madness of 
the Muses. You are too sane, Guido. Your 
constant endeavour has been to put out every 
spark of that divine insanity which possessed 
you by nature, and which might have led you 
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close to your ideal. You have courted your 
fate/ 

Guido said nothing for some minutes. 
But when he spoke, his words hit the mark 
with a trenchant candour that rather dis- 
concerted Fabei, who had not meant to 
betray his private thought so plainly. 

'You mean/ said Guido, after looking 
with troubled wonder at his wife and Silvano, 
'that though I have frozen her, another 
man might thaw her ? ' 

* It is possible/ Fabei answered coolly, 
' Possible. But she has loved you too well 
to make it probable/ 

'And if it were so, — suppose, for 
instance, that they two were husband and 
wife, both young and enthusiastic. What 
good would their love bring them ? ' went on 
Guido. ' None. They would only find that 
earthly love cannot last in the perfection they 
imagine. It would die from very sweetness ; 
and then, what would remain to them but 
regret and craving for a vanished happiness ? 
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Even I know enough about it to realise 
that.' 

'Yes, it is true. Painfully true. That 
has always been an argument of yours that 
no one can refute. Love fades ; the loved 
one passes away from us. Yet neither you 
nor any one else need hope to teach mankind 
to do without it/ 

1 Folly, weakness/ murmured Guido. 
' Folly, worse than any other because 
ineradicable. But it is no use talking about 
it!* he exclaimed, springing up. ' Why should 
I go back to a subject I worked out years 
ago ? The beauty of the spring is intoxicating 
us. Let's go home. Amore, you will get a 
sunstroke if we stay out in the heat of the 
day. Are you ready to come home ? ' 

Fabei never forgot that walk, the last 
they four ever took together. Guido was 
in one of his silent moods and scarcely 
spoke all the way home, walking like a 
man in a dream, his hands behind his 
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back, his eyes bent on the ground. He 
did not even seem to notice that Fabei and 
Silvano parted from them when they 
reached the Piazza Navona, except that, a 
few minutes later, he asked Amore if she 
felt tired, and drew her hand through his 
arm with the quiet courtesy he never 
failed to show her. 

When they reached the Palazzo, and 
had climbed the long flight of stairs lead- 
ing to the studio he flung himself on a 
chair, and, with head sunk on his chest, 
gave himself up to deep and brooding 
thought. 

Amore had long ago realised that, at 
such times, she was unnecessary to him, 
and that he had no wish to communicate 
his thoughts to her limited comprehension. 

Yet, for an instant, she stood looking 
down at him, as though expecting him to 
address her. 

Feeling her eyes upon him he looked 
up. 'You are very tired/ he said. 'We 
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have let you over- walk yourself. You are 
pale as a ghost, carina. Had you not 
better go and rest ? ' 

'Yes. I am going/ she said, moving 
towards the next room. 

She hesitated again before letting the 
curtain fall behind her, looking at Guido 
with a curious expectant hope in her eyes 
as though waiting for a reprieve of some 
sort. 

But he was already lost in meditation, 
probably far away in some region whither 
she could not have followed him, or where, 
had she done so, she would have been 
gradually chilled to death. 

She dropped the curtain and passed 
into her room, where the flowers, the 
numerous little luxuries she had gathered 
round her, the gleaming white Mercury in 
the corner, all seemed in such vivid con- 
trast to her languid and dejected figure. 

It would be hard to say of what Guido 
Q 
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was thinking all that long afternoon. He 
scarcely understood the drift of his own 
thoughts. Not that they were new ones ; 
far from it. But the light in which he 
viewed them was new, — exhausting, per- 
plexing, dazzling to his purblind eyes. 
It was the old story of wasted talents, of 
energies flung after chimerical dreams. . . . 

1 And I gave my heart to know wisdom ; 
and to know madness and folly : I perceived 
that this also is vexation of spirit. For in 
much wisdom is much grief ; and he that 
increaseth knowledge increaseth sorrow' 

He must have sat there absorbed in 
thought for nearly two hours. 

Then he was roused by Amore passing 
through the studio in her hat and cloak. 

1 Are you going out again ? ' he asked. 
'That is hardly wise after our long walk 
from the Campagna. You confessed that 
you were tired/ 

'I told Silvano I would walk with him 
in the Borghese Gardens/ she answered. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



X A LOVER OF THE BEAUTIFUL 227 

' I have not been there more than once this 
spring, and it will be cool and pleasant at 
this hour/ 

'Silvano? It is always Silvano!' ex- 
claimed Guido impatiently. 'Surely you 
have seen enough of him already to-day. 
You had much better stay quietly at home, 
and tell him to come for you another day/ 

She was no longer pale. Such a vivid 
red had rushed into her cheeks, such 
radiance illumined her eyes, that her youth 
and beauty seemed suddenly to have 
returned, intensified by a knowledge of the 
pain and experience of life. Her lips 
broke into a smile of such strange pity 
and exultation that Guido felt as if she 
were passing out of his reach, — possessed 
of some secret which he, for all his 
wisdom, was unable to fathom. 

' Aimer y c'est virtuellement savoir! The 
question that had baffled Guido all the 
afternoon was clear as daylight to Amore. 

Was the moment for which she had 
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hungered all these months coming to her 
at last? Was her Ice- King melting under 
the sunshine of her love, hidden and 
repressed though it had been by gray and 
melancholy clouds of a cold philosophy ? 
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CHAPTER XI 

' Whose heart was breaking for a little love ! ' 

Amore hurried to keep her appointment in a 
fever of impatience. 

Her pulses were throbbing with elation ; 
all the long -constrained passion within her 
seemed to have broken its bonds, and to be 
surging gradually over her, hot and unre- 
sisted. She — so cold and stiff and grave — 
was determined, for this one day if no other, 
to surrender herself to the warmth and weak- 
ness and folly that make up the delight of 
other women's lives; once, just once, to 
prove to herself whether she, too, possessed 
power in her eyes and in her smile to stir 
other hearts into longing and admiration. 
How could she help knowing that such 
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power ought to be hers, by right of her 
beauty, her keen 'and healthy craving to be 
in touch with her fellow-creatures. 

* I am young. Why should I not be free 
and happy like others/ she was saying to 
herself, as she hastened across the Piazza del 
Popolo y thronged with loiterers. ' How gay 
and careless they all are. They have their 
friends, their jokes and laughter, and mutual 
understandings. And to-day I am one of 
them. No one is happier than I. How 
splendid it is to be young/ 

Her sympathy evidently showed itself in 
her face, for people turned to look at her, 
and several women nodded a cheery ' Felice 
sera ' as she passed. She longed to stop and 
talk with them, to kiss the funny little 
monkey-faced babies in their arms, to listen 
to the gossip they were pouring out to one 
another. 

It was quieter when she turned into the 
Borghese Gardens, under shadow of the 
trees. No one was there except a lanky 
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English girl and her sheepish fianct, who 
were giggling at each other's shy and jerky 
overtures. Even they did not seem ridiculous. 
They were ugly and commonplace ; but they 
felt every bit as good a right as any one to 
take their matter-of-fact little love -making 
into the seclusion of the Borghese Gardens. 
And as the beautiful woman passed them 
with hurrying steps and expectant eyes, prob- 
ably they pitied her for being alone, and 
said to themselves that site could never have 
passed through such an interesting and 
romantic phase as they were passing through 
now. 

Yet she was happy enough in her way. 

1 To-night I will tell him/ she kept saying 
to herself, over and over again. ' To-night I 
will tell him ; to-night I will explain to him, 
and make him understand/ 

Silvano, waiting impatient and gloomy at 
a little distance from the great gateway, saw 
her coming, and at sight of the radiant 
change in her face felt his heart leap with 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



232 A LOVER OF THE BEAUTIFUL CHAP. 

an unspoken thought that he was too loyal to 
let himself recognise. 

4 1 began to think you had forgotten/ he 
said, joining her. ' I have been waiting 
an age/ 

Amore laughed, and held up her hand. 

' Listen ! I said at six o'clock, and there 
goes the chime. ' 

'Well! I don't mind. I was impatient, 
and you ought to take it as a compliment/ 

4 How lovely it is here/ she said, throwing 
back her head and breathing in the warm 
fragrance of the air. ' Where shall wc go ? ' 

'Anywhere out of the beaten tracks/ and 
Silvano flung an irritated glance at the poor 
English couple, who, as it happened, were 
not paying the least attention to him. * I 
hate being pried upon by these wretched 
tourists. They seem to think that we can't 
sleep, eat, walk, or talk like ordinary people, 
but were put here for them to stare at 1 

' I don't believe they trouble their heads 
about us. Why should they ? ' 
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'What a hurry you are in! What has 
come to you, Amore ? You, the most indol- 
ent of people. To-day you have got wings 
to your feet/ 

' Ah ! I used not to be so lazy — not at 
Z-ia. Do you remember the walks we had, 
and the day we were caught in the storm ? ' 

' Remember?' 

He began to wish he had never asked her 
to meet him. The test was harder than he 
had expected. Every minute he was grow- 
ing more enraged with the fate that stood 
between them. He could only take refuge 
in a half- sullen bitterness; he felt that a 
word, a look, the smallest sign of weakness 
or sadness in her, would madden him beyond 
endurance. 

He had come there prepared to steel 
himself against her melancholy, but not 
against the strange, almost delirious excite- 
ment in which he found her. As she led 
him on along one lovely glade after another, 
laughing, singing, chattering, with the wildest, 
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most irrepressible merriment, he felt like one 
in a dream who chases some mocking and 
intoxicating vision. What had come to her ? 
What sudden joy had transfigured her in the 
short space of one afternoon? He dared 
not face the question ? The more she 
laughed and talked, the more cross and 
silent he became, until at last she turned 
to him with a delicious little gesture of 
impatience. 

' Silvano, Silvano, how dull and dreary 
you are ! What is the matter with you ? ' 

'Madonna! It is you who are different/ 
he said, with a quick feeling of injury. s I — 
I don't see what there is to be so merry 
about.' 

Amore laughed and shrugged her 
shoulders. 

'Ah! Don't be cross. To-day I want 
to be young and happy. I am not old yet — 
not so very old. Why should I always 
behave as if I were fifty? I want to be 
young, — don't you understand, Silvano ? 
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Really young. Won't you help me, just 
to-day, for this once ? ' 

' Help you ? How can / help you ? ' 
he muttered, turning his eyes away from 
her beauty. ' We ought to be going home, 
Guido will think ' 

'Oh, why do you try to cut short my 
enjoyment? 1 she cried petulantly. 'I 
want to feel as I used to feel. Cannot 
you understand? Do you think I have 
forgotten, Silvano ? Come ! I will race 
you to that fountain. I wonder if I can 
run as fast as I could at Z-ia, when I was 
a girl?' 

She darted away from him and ran 
lightly down the green slope, until she 
arrived breathless beside the little moss- 
grown stone fountain, every pulse thrilling 
with life and joy. 

Silvano followed more soberly, a 
thundercloud on his dark, boyish face. He 
was beginning to think her very heartless 
with her high spirits, when she must know 
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that he was miserable about her. It was 
hard — just when he had nerved himself 
to be strong - minded — to have to resist 
her in this fantastic humour of self- 
abandonment. There was a recklessness 
in it that puzzled and frightened him. But 
this very feverishness was infectious, stirring 
his senses into a dangerous reciprocity of 
emotion that was fast hurling down his self- 
control. 

* How cross you look,' said Amore, 
dipping her hand into the fountain, and 
showering a little spray of glittering drops 
into his face as he joined her. 'Why do 
you frown so ? Do you, like every one 
else, think it wrong for me ever to be like 
other women — and wish me always, always 
to be stiff and cold as a stone statue ? ' 

' I don't understand you/ he stammered. 
'Why are you like this — to-day of all 
days ? ' 

' Why to-day ? Ah, because it is to- 
day ! ' she interrupted. She was looking 
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at him with one of those radiant smiles, 
her face full of some sad, yet rapturous, 
memory and hope. 

He was thinking of their morning on 
the Campagna, when, for the first time, 
she had seemed to read his secret. And 
he could not, for the life of him, drive 
away the terrible hope that perhaps it 
was the memory of that swift and expressive 
look that made her so sweet and friendly 
with him now. 

His gaze startled her, and once more 
she continued her hurried, restless walk. 

The sun was dying over the city ; a 
reflection of the flaming sky reddened 
the lawns and alleys, filtering gem-like 
through the trees. A gleaming network 
of cobwebs stretched from stem to stem, 
gold and filmy, a mystic fairyland that at a 
breath would vanish. 

'Amore — I want to say something,' 
said Silvano suddenly, his voice curt and 
indistinct. € I want your advice. I want — 
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that is, I think — I think I ought to get 
married/ he ended abruptly. 

Amore stood still, and lifted her brows 
in surprise. 'Married?' she exclaimed; 

4 1 thought Is it the little Espina girl ? 

She is good, and she will make you happy. 
Have you spoken to her yet ? ' 

* No. I wanted your advice. You are 
married ; you know what the gain and the 
loss are ? I s it worth the risk ? ' 

He stood before her with downcast 
eyes, young, passionate, unhappy — trembling 
with longing to look up and meet the 
tender pity of her gaze, — furious with 
himself for his weakness. 

1 On one condition the gain is worth the 
loss/ she answered gently. 'Without it — 
no/ 

1 And I ? ' he murmured. ' Can I 
make that condition ? Does it rest with 
me?' 

His misery, his emotion, were be- 
ginning to stir her. She was trembling 
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from head to foot, her eyes shining with 
mingled regret and delight and longing. 
What had she not missed ? How 
beautiful it would have been to be loved 
by this young fellow with his unselfish 
devotion, to have such a wealth of 
adoration poured out day and night at 
her feet ! If only 

' What can I do ? ' he repeated. 

'Love her/ she whispered, with a kind 
of gasp, as though the words had been 
choking her; and, looking up, now, he saw 
all her heart's yearning flushing into her 
soft cheeks, and burning in her passionate 
eyes. 

He gave a little cry, and the next 
moment was on his knees kissing her 
feet, the hem of her gown, her hands, 
until his arms had stolen round her waist, 
and, mad with joy, his lips were close to 
her beautiful face. 

But she wrenched herself away, thrust- 
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ing him from her with all the strength 
of her arms, and warding him back 
with outstretched supplicating hands. 'O 
God ! O God ! ' she cried, bursting into 
wild tears. ' What have I done ? Do 
not touch me; do not come near me. 
Don't you see ? Don't you understand ? 
What I love is love ; not you, but love 
and Guido — love and Guido. You came 
too late. Take me back to him — take me 
back to Guido. It is Guido's love I want. 
My heart is breaking for want of it/ 

From every church and basilica in Rome 
a musical clang of bells had rung the Ave 
Maria. The golden sunlight had been 
gathered tenderly into a luminous sky, and 
the bright, soft day had faded into the loveliest 
of twilights before Amore della Varazia came 
home. 

About the hour of sunset Guido strolled 
to the Pincio, not with the avowed intention 
of looking for his wife, but with a vague 
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uneasiness on her behalf, which it would 
not have entered his head to attribute 
to any cause but solicitude for her well- 
being. 

He leant over the high parapet of the 
Muro- Torto y whence he could see one of the 
gates of the Villa Borghese, until, at last, 
tired of watching tor two figures that did not 
come, he hurried to the steps leading down 
into the Piazza delPopolo, thinking that they 
would probably come back from that side. 
Finally, in a fever of impatience rare with 
him, he went home, and tried to interest 
himself in a new metaphysical book. Shortly 
afterwards the door of the studio opened 
gently, and Amore entered, with the lagging 
footsteps of one wearied out beyond con- 
cealment. 

'You are very late, observed Guido, 

glancing up, and still feeling unreasonably 

irritable. ' You know you are not strong ; 

and if you wish to make yourself ill, this is 

the way to do it. Where have you been ? 

R 
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Not in the Borghese Gardens at this hour, 
I hope? 1 

* My comings and goings do not generally 
interest you so much,' she answered, leaning 
wearily against the frescoed wall. ' Yes. I 
have been in the Borghese Gardens. It is a 
beautiful evening/ 

' If Silvano has no more common sense 
than this I cannot trust you with him again/ 
said Guido icily. * You know how pestilential 
the evening air becomes in the gardens at 
this season. I did not think Silvano could 
be so stupid/ 

' It was my fault/ said Amore in a low 
voice. * We missed our way, and I was too 
tired to walk home without resting/ 

' But apart from that, he went on 
hurriedly, ' I am not sure that it is right for 
you to go about together so constantly. In 
fact, I cannot allow it. If you care so little 
what people may say about you, I must care 
for you. In future, I must ask you to see 
less of Silvano. It is not much to ask, and I 
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have put up with his constant presence long 
enough. It is insupportable.' 

It had burst out at last, — that smouldering, 
uncomprehended jealousy which had been 
racking him all day. This was the first time 
he had ever spoken impatiently to his wife. 
And now, his sudden display of one of the 
pettiest of human passions seemed to shatter 
the barrier between them. 

Against his gentle coldness she had been 
able to make no resistance. But against his 
anger she could give back warmth for warmth, 
passion for passion, wounded love for the 
jealousy that is only a hidden form of love. 

She raised her head at his last speech. 
Her eyes were burning ; two feverish red 
spots flushed on her otherwise colourless 
face ; her words burst from her in broken 
sentences, all the pent-up anguish of her 
heart pouring out in passionate accents 
before him. 

'What are you saying? What do you 
mean ? May nothing young and beautiful 

R 2 
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come into my life ? ' she cried, flinging out 
her hands with wild supplication. ' For days 
and weeks and months I have tried to make 
myself like you — for your sake. But I cannot. 
You freeze me. You offer me death instead 
of life, and I am not strong enough to endure 
it. Your world is so high, so cold, so still. 
It is not earth ; it is a heaven we cannot 
reach. Will nothing lower satisfy you ? 
Will you not come down to us and try our 
life?' 

Guido sprang up, startled out of his calm. 
He would have caught the trembling hands 
in his, but she snatched them away from him. 

1 Let me go on — this once let me speak,' she 
went on breathlessly. ' I cannot keep silent 
any longer. I wanted to love you — that is 
all. But you would not have it. What you 
wanted was knowledge, and that I could not 
give. I have prayed and struggled to be 
what you would have me be. But it kills me 
to be so cold and stiff. Let me help you — let 
me love you. I will be the handmaid of 
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your art — I will give up my life to your 
service. Only, for God's sake, give me a little 
of your heart. I cannot live up to the dead 
and passionless perfection that you love.' 

She sank upon a couch, seized with 
sudden trembling, her very lips shivering as 
with the bitter cold of winter. 

Guido held her in his arms, terrified by 
her deadly pallor. 

1 You are ill ! ' he cried. * You have caught 
the fever ! ' 

'Yes. I have a fever/ she said, with a 
wild little laugh. Then, holding up to the 
light her small hand and wrist, on which the 
veins showed in delicate blue tracery through 
the transparency of her white skin, ' Do 
you not see that I am dying ? ' she added 
with a sob. 

She clung to him, her head falling back, 
her eyes melting into his from under the 
half- closed lids, and little sobs breaking 
through her parted lips. Guido held her 
tightly, his heart throbbing with a strange joy. 
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' No, no. It is the beginning of life, of 
love!' he cried tenderly. 'It has been a 
mistake, a grievous mistake. But we will 
forget it. We will live anew. I will cherish 
you with my whole heart. Listen, my little 
one — I am telling you that I want you more 
than all the knowledge in the world. Kiss 
me — forgive me — teach me the beautiful 
secret of your love/ 

But it was too late. She had fallen back 
in his arms, senseless, deaf to the words she 
had been craving so passionately to hear, 
unconscious of the kisses that were lavished 
on her lips and brow. 
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1 Look in my face ; my name is " Might-have-been ; " 
I am also called " No-More, Too-late, Farewell." ' 

ROSSETTI. 

All that night Amore lay tossing and raving 
with delirium, now in a burning fever, now 
shivering with the terrible ague that is part 
of the deadly pestilence that so often strikes 
down the youngest and fairest in that golden 
Italian sunshine. 

From the first there was no hope. It was 
one of those virulent cases in which the fever, 
seizing on a weak and wasted form, flames 
itself out with relentless speed, as though 
Death had scarcely patience to await the 
slow course of gradually failing breath. 

She was dying. It was a question, not of 
days, but of hours ; and then, for her. the 
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great mystery of life and love would be 
solved ; she would be in the calm and 
dreamless sleep that, only a day before, had 
seemed to her so unattainable, so sweet a 
thing to be desired. 

Guido would not leave her bedside. 
Through the long watches of that melan- 
choly night, thoughts, full of strange and 
bitter sweetness, came to him like a revela- 
tion of sunlight to the dying eyes of one 
blind from his youth upwards, — a sudden 
vision of gold in the sky, of light breaking 
upon the misty hills, of life throbbing through 
the world's spaces ; — seen when it is too late 
to do more than stretch out the eager arms, 
in vain, before the Eternal darkness comes 
to shut out the beautiful life of the world for 
ever. 

With Guido there was something sadder, 
more poignant than mere yearning after a 
fleeting loveliness ; there was the bitterness 
of remorse, the fierce regret for blind and 
consummate folly. His ideal had come to him, 
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had lingered by his side, had walked with her 
soft hand in his, that was cold enough to 
freeze the life out of hers ; his very embrace 
bore in it the chill of death. 

Thus, what he had been seeking through- 
out his life had come to him, unheeded, until 
the flash of its vanishing wings startled him 
into the knowledge that it had not only come 
to him, but had passed for ever out of his 
sight and reach. Sad, unutterably sad, that 
he, a lover and seeker after the Beautiful, 
should have found it, only to break it in the 
rough carelessness of his grasp — to weep 
over the shattered fragments that no human 
skill could shape anew. 

She died at early dawn, when the sunrise 
was flushing over the hills, and all things 
were waking to the fresh life of the spring. 
To her, what mattered it now whether the 
sun shone, or the wind blew with a gray 
mist of rain ? Life and Love were passing 
into Immortality. 
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It was over very quickly at the last, — a 
smile, a sigh, a kiss so long and sweet that it 
seemed as if Death itself could not sever the 
lips of the dying from the passionate ones of 
the living ; a little sobbing cry to Guido to 
hold her tight in his arms, and comfort her 
through the terror that was coming ; then the 
silence of Rest on her lips, the mystic flutter- 
ing of New Life on her brow. 

For Amore della Varazia the Gate Beauti- 
ful had opened. 

• • • • • 

The 'Dante and Beatrice* was the last 
picture Della Varazia painted for the eyes 
of the world. He was forgotten, superseded 
by a younger genius, passed over by the 
capricious glance of Fame. 

' He was the comet of a season/ said his 
friends. ' He outlived his own genius. It is 
only a Raphael, a Michael Angelo who can 
keep the flame bright through the shadows of 
a life's experience.' 

His masterpiece, the beautiful picture of 
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his dead wife, was unknown. Only Fabei 
and a few of his chosen friends were allowed 
to see this ultimate triumph of his genius ; and 
to them, acquainted as they were with his char- 
acter and his strained mental experience, this 
picture, with its brief legend ' Beato Amore/ 
seemed to be the final answer to those vexed 
questions that had so long baffled him. 

'. . . Aimer cest virtuellement savoir; 
savoir nest pas virtuellement aimer! 



THE END 
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THE DIVING-ROOM. By Mrs. Loptis. Illustrated. Fourth Thousand. 

Crown 8vo. at. 64 
THE BED-ROOM AND BOUDOIR. By Lady Barker. Illustrated. 

Fourth Thousand. Crown 8vo. ax. 6d. 
AMATEUR THEATRICALS. By Walter H. Pollock and Lady Pollock. 

Illustrated by Kate Greenaway. Crown 8va ax. 6d. 

NEEDLEWORK. By Elizabeth Glaistkr, Author of "Art Embroidery." 

Illustrated. Crown fro. ax. &/. 
THE LIBRARY. By Andrew Lang. With a Chapter on EngUsh Illustrated 

Books, by Austin Dobson. Illustrated. Crown 8vo. 3X. 6d. 

ARTEVBLDE-JAMES & PHILIP VON ARTEVELDE. 
By W. J Ashley, B. A., late Scholar of Balliol College, Oxford. Being the 
Lothian Prise Essay for x88a. Crown 8vo. 6x . 

ATKINSON.— AN ART TOUR TO THE NORTHERN CAPITALS 
OF EUROPE. By J. Bbavington Atkinson. 8vo. zax. 

ATTWELL.-A BOOK OF GOLDEN THOUGHTS. By Henry 
Attwell, Knight of the Order of the Oak Crown. x8mo. 4X. 6a. (Golden 
Treasury Series.) 

AUSTIN.— Works by Alfred Austin. 
SAVONAROLA A Tragedy. Crown 8vo. 7X. 64 
SOLILOQUIES IN SONG. Crown 8vo. 6x. 

AT THE GATE OF THE CONVENT, and other Poems. Crown 8vo. 6>. 
PRINCE LUCIFER. A Poem. Second Edition. With a Prefatory Note *'On 

the End and Limits of Objective Poetry/* Crown 8vo. 6x. 
LOVE'S WIDOWHOOD, and other Poems. Crown 8yo. 6c. 

AWDRY.— THE STORY OF A FELLOW SOLDIER. By Frances Awory 
(A Life of Bishop Patteson for the Young.) With a Preface by Charlotte M. 
Yonge. Globe 8vo» ax. 6d. 

BACON'S ESSAYS. Edited by W. Au>is Wright. (Golden Treasury 
Series.) i8mo. 4*- &*• 

BACON.— ESSAYS. Edited, with Notes, by P. G. Selby, M. A., Professor of 
Logic and Moral Philosophy, Deccan College, Poona. Globe 8vo. 3*. 6d. 
(English Classics Series.) 

BAKER. "Works by Sir Samuel Baker, M.A.. F.R.S., F.R.G.S., &c, &c. 
CAST UP BY THE SEA; or, THE ADVENTURES OF NED GREY. With 

Illustrations by Huard. New Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt 6s. 
TRUE TALES FOR MY GRANDSONS. With Illustrations by W. J. Hbn- 
nbssy. Crown 8vo. 7s. 6d. 

BALLAD BOOK. —CHOICEST BRITISH BALLADS. Edited by 
William Allingham. (Golden Treasury Series.) i8mo. 4*. &£ 

BARKER (LADY).— Works by Lady Barker (Lady Broome) : 
A YEAR'S HOUSEKEEPING IN SOUTH AFRICA. With Illustrations. 
Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 3*. && 
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BARKER (LADY)— continued. 

STATION LIFE IN NEW ZEALAND. With Illustrations. Cheaper Edition. 

Crown 8vo. y- 6d. 
LETTERS TO GUY. Crown 8vo. 5* 
THE WHITE RAT, and other Stories. Illustrated by W. J. Hbnnessy. 

Globe 8vo. as. 6d. 

BEESLY.— STORIES FROM THE HISTORY OF ROME. By Mrs, 
Beesly. Fcap. 8vo. a*. 6d. 

BIKELAS.— LOUKIS LARAS; or, THE REMINISCENCES OF A 
CHIOTE MERCHANT DURING THE GREEK WAR OF INDE- 
PENDENCE. From the Greek of D. Bikelas. Translated, with Introduction 
on the Rise and Development of Modern Greek Literature, by J. Gennadius, 
Charge* d' Affaires at the Greek Legation in London. Crown 8vo. 7s. 6d. 

BJORNSON.— SYNNOVE SOLBAKKEN. Translated from the Norwegian 
of Bjornstjerne BjSrnson, by Julie Sutter. Crown 8vo. dr. 

BLACK (W.).— THE STRANGE ADVENTURES OF A PHAETON, 
Illustrated. Crown 8vo. dr. 

A PRINCESS OF THULE. Crown 8vo. dr. 

THE MAID OF KILLEENA, and other Stories. Crown 8vo. 6t. 

MADCAP VIOLET. Crown 8vo. dr. 

GREEN PASTURES AND PICCADILLY. Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 
6s. 

MACLEOD OF DARE. With Illustrations. Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 
dr. 

WHITE WINGS. A YACHTING ROMANCE. Cheaper Edition. Crown 
8vo. dr. 

THE BEAUTIFUL WRETCH : THE FOUR MAC NICOLS: THE PUPIL 
OFAURELIUS. Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. dr. 

SHANDON BELLS. Crown 8vo. Cheaper Edition, dr. 

YOLANDE : THE STORY OF A DAUGHTER. Crown 8vo. df. 

THE WISE WOMEN OF INVERNESS: a Tale, and other Miscellanies 
Crown 8vo. dr. 

JUDITH SHAKESPEARE. New Edition. Crown 8vo. df. 

WHITE HEATHER. Crown 8vo. 6*. 

SABINA ZEMBRA. Crown 8vo. dr. 

BLACKIE. — Works by John Stuart Blackie, Emeritus Professor of Greek 
in the University of Edinburgh : — 

THE WISE MEN OF GREECE. In a Series of Dramatic Dialogues. Cr^wn 
8vo. 9*. 

LAY SERMONS. Crown 8vo. dr. 

GOETHE'S FAUST. Translated into English Verse, with Notes and Preliminary 
Remarks. By J. Stuart Blackie. F.R.S.E. Crown 8vo. 9*. 

WHAT DOES HISTORY TEACH ? Two Edinburgh Lectures. Crown 8vo. 
2s. 6d. 

MESSIS VITJE : Gleanings of Song from a Happy Life. Crown 8vo. 4*. 6d. 

a 2 
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BOLDREWOOD.— ROBBERY UNDER ARMS. A Story of Life and 
Adventure in the Bash and in the Goldfields of Australia. By Rolf 
Boldrewood. Crown 8vo. 3*. td. 

BRIGHT.— THE ENGLISH FLOWER GARDEN. By Henry A. Bright. 
Crown 8vo. y. 64 

BRIM LEY.— ESSAYS. By the late George Brim ley, M.A., Librarian of 
Trinity College, Cambridge. Edited by W. G. Clark, M.A., late Fellow and 
Tutor of Trinity College, Cambridge. A new Edition. Globe 8vo. v. 
Contents : Tennyson's Poems; Wordsworth's Poems; Poetry and Criticism; 

Carlyle's Life of Sterling: "Esmond": "Westward Hoi"; Wilson's "Noctes 

Ambrosfrnae " ; Comte's "Positive Philosophy," &c 

BROOKE (S. A.).— Works by Stoppord A- Brooke, M.A. 

RIQUET OF THE TUFT: A LOVE DRAMA. Extra crown 8vo. 6x. 
POEMS. Globe 8vo. 6*. 

BROWNE (SIR THOMAS).— RELIGIO MEDICI ; Letter to a 
Friend, &c, and Christian Morals. ( Edited by W. A. Green hill, M.D. 
i8mo. 4*. 6d. (Golden Treasury Series.) 

BUMBLEBEE BOGO'S BUDGET By A Retired Judge. With 
Eleven Illustrations by Alice Havers. Peoplis Edition* Crown 8vo» a*. &£ 

BUNCE.— FAIRY TALES, THEIR ORIGIN AND MEANING. With 
some Account of the Dwellers in Fairy Land. By J. Thackray Buncb. 
Extra fcap. 8vo. 3*. 6d. 

BUNYAN'S PILGRIM'S PROGRESS. (Golden Treasury Series.) 
x8mo. 4*. 6d. 

BURGON.— POEMS. By John William Burgok, B.D., Dean of 
Chichester. Extra fcap. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 

BURKE.— LETTERS, TRACTS, AND SPEECHES ON IRISH AFFAIRS. 
By Edmund Burke. Edited by Matthew Arnold. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

BURN.— ROMAN LITERATURE IN RELATION TO ROMAN ART. 
By the Rev. Robert Burk, M.A., Author of "Rome and the Campagna," 
&c With Illustrations. Extra crown 8vo. 14*. 

BURNETT. — Works by Frances Hodgson Burnett. 
HAWORTH'S. A Novel. Globe 8vo. a*. 

LOUISIANA ; and THAT LASS O' LOWRIE'S. Two Stories. Illustrated. 
Crown 8vo, cloth. 3*. 6d. Globe 8vo. a*. 

BURNS.— THE POETICAL WORKS OF ROBERT BURNS. Edited from 
the best printed and manuscript Authorities, with Glossarial Index and a 
Biographical Memoir, by Alexander Smith. With Portrait of Burns, and 
Vignette of the Twa Dogs, engraved by Shaw. Two Vols. Fcap. 8vo. 10*. 
COMPLETE WORKS OF. Edited with Memoir by Alexander Smith. 
(Globe Edition.) Globe 8vo. 3*. 6d. 

BUTLER'S HUDIBR AS.— Edited, with Introduction and Notes, by 
Alfred Milnes, M.A. Fcap. 8vo. Part I. 3*. 6d. Parts II. and IH. 4s. 6d. 

BYRON.— POETRY OF BYRON. Chosen and arranged by Matthew 
Arnold. (Golden Treasury Series.) x8mo. 4* */. Large Paper Edition. 
Crown 8vo. gs. 
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CALDERON.— SELECT PLAYS OF CALDERON. Edited, with Intro- 
duction and Notes, by Norman MacColl, M.A., formerly Fellow of Downing 
College, Cambridge. Crown 8vo. 14*. 
The four Plays here given are El Principe Constant*, La Vida es Sueno, El 
Alcade de Zalamea, and El Escondidoy La Tapada. 

CARLYLE (THOMAS). LETTERS OF 'THOMAS CARLYLE. 

Edited by Charles Eliot Norton Vol. I. 1814—1821. Vol. II. 1821—1826. 

With Two Portraits. Crown 8vo. 18*. 
LETTERS OF THOMAS CARLYLE. Second Series. Vol. I. 1826— 1832. 

Vol. II. 1832—1836. Two Vols. Crown 8vo. 18*. 
REMINISCENCES. Edited by Charles Eliot Norton. Two Vols. Crown 

8vo. 12*. 

CARLYLE AND GOETHE, CORRESPONDENCE 

BETWEEN. Edited by Charles Eliot Norton. Crown 8vo. 9*. 

C ARR. — PAPERS ON ART. By J. Comvns Carr. Extra Crown 8vo. 8*. 6d> 

CARROLL.— Works by Lewis Carroll:— 

ALICE'S ADVENTURES IN WONDERLAND. With Forty-two Illustra- 
tions by Tknnikl. 81st Thousand. Crown 8vo, cloth. 6*. / 

Peoples Edition of the same. With all the original Illustrations. Crown, as. 6d. 

A GERMAN TRANSLATION OF THE SAME. With Tbnniel's Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, gilt. 6s. 

A FRENCH TRANSLATION OF THE SAME. With Tbnniel's Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, gilt. 6s. 

AN ITALIAN TRANSLATION OF THE SAME. By T. P. Rossetti. 
With Tbnniel's Illustrations. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

THROUGH THE LOOKING-GLASS. AND WHAT ALICE FOUND 
THERE. With Fifty Illustrations by Tknnikl. Crown 8vo, gilt. 6s. 58th 
Thousand. 

Peoples Edition of the same. With all the original Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
qs. 6a\ 

People's Edition of "Alice's Adventures in Wonderland," and ''Through the 
Looking Glass." With all the original Illustrations. Both Books in one Volume. 
Crown 8vo. 4*. 6d. 

RHYME? AND REASON? With Sixty-five Illustrations by Arthur B.Frost, 
and Nine by Henry Holiday. Crown 8vo. 6j. 
%* This book is a reprint, with a few additions, of the comic portion of " Phantasma- 
goria and other Poems," and of the •' Hunting of the Snark." Mr. Frost's 
Pictures are new. 

ALICE'S ADVENTURES UNDER GROUND. Being a Facsimile of the 
Original MS. Book, afterwards developed into " Alice's Adventures in Wonder- 
land." With Thirty-seven Illustrations by the Author. Crown 8vo. 4*. 

A TANGLED TALE. Reprinted from "The Monthly Packet." With Six 
Illustrations by Arthur B. Frost. Crown 8vo. \s. td. 

THE GAME OF "LOGIC." Crown 8vo. 3* 

THE HUNTING OF THE SNARK, AN AGONY IN EIGHT FITS. 
With Nine Illustrations by H. Holiday. (First Published in 1876.) Crown 
8vo, cloth, large gilt designs on cover, and gilt edges, 4J. bd. 18th Thousand. 

CARPENTER (W. B.).—TRUTH IN TALE. Addresses chiefly to 
Children. By the Right Rev. William Boyd Carpenter, D.D«» Lord 
Bishop of Ripon. Crown 8vo. 4s. 6d. 
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CAUTLEY.— A CENTURY OF EMBLEMS. By G. S. Cautley, Vicar 
of Nettlederi, Author of •* The After Glow," etc. With numerous Illustrations 
by Lady Marion Alford, Rear-Admiral Lord W. Compton, the Ven. 
Lord A. Compton. R. Barnes, J. D. Cooper, and the Author. Pott 4to, 
doth elegant, gilt edges, 10* . 6d. 

CAVALIER AND HIS LADY. Selections from the Works of the 
First Duke and Duchess of Newcastle. With an Introductory Essay by E. 
Jenkins. (Golden Treasury Series.) i8ino. 4s. 6d. 

CHAPMAN (ELIZABETH RACHEL).— a COMPANION TO 
•• IN MEMORIAM." By Elizabeth Rachel Chapman. Globe 8vo. as. 

CHILDREN'S POETRY. By the Author of "John Halifax, Gentle- 
man." Extra Fcap. 8vo. 41. 6d. 

CHRISTMAS CAROL (A). Printed in Colours from Original Designs 
by Mr. and Mrs. Trevor Crispin, with Illuminated Borders from MSS. of the 
14th and 15th Centuries. Imp. 4to, cloth elegant. Cheaper Edition, air. 

CHRISTY CAREW.- By the author of " Hogan, M.P." Globe 8vo. 2s. 

CHURCH (A. J.).— HORiE TENNYSONIANiE, Sive Eclogas e Tennyson. 
Latine redditae. Cura A. J. Church, A.M. Extra fcap. 8vo. 6s. 

CHURCH.— THE MISCELLANEOUS WRITINGS OF R. W. CHURCH, 
Dean of St. Paul's. Collected Edition in five Volumes. Globe 8vo 5*. each. 



VoL I. MISCELLANEOUS ESSAYS. 
Vol. II. DANTE, and other Essays. 



Vol. III. ST. ANSELM. 
Vol. IV. SPENSER. 
Vol. V. BACON. 



CLIFFORD.— ANYHOW STORIES FOR CHILDREN-MORAL AND 
OTHERWISE. By Mrs. W. K. Clifford. With Illustrations by Dorothy 
Tennant. Popular Edition. Crown 8 vo. Sewed, is. -Cloth, 1*. td. 

CLOUGH (ARTHUR HUGH).— THE COLLECTED WORKS 
OF ARTHUR HUGH CLOUGH. Two vols. Crown 8vo. 7*. 6d. each. 
POEMS. New Collected Edition. With additions. m 

PROSE REMAINS. With a Selection from his Letters, and a Memoir. Edited 
by his wife. 

COLLECTS OF THE CHURCH OF ENGLAND, with a 
beautifully Coloured Floral Design to each Collect, and Illuminated Cover. 
Crown 8vo. 12*. 

COLLIER.— A PRIMER OF ART. By John Collier. i8mo. 11. 

COLQUHOUN.— RHYMES AND CHIMES. By F. S. Colquhoun (ne'e 
F. S. Fuller Maitland). Extra fcap. 8vo. *s. 6d. 

CONCERNING MEN: and other Papers. By the author of "John 
Halifax, Gentleman." Crown 8vo. 4*. 6d. 

CONWAY. — Works by Hugh Conway. 
A FAMILY AFFAIR. Globe 8vo» ar. 
LIVING OR DEAD. Globe Svo. au 

COOK.— A POPULAR HANDBOOK TO THE NATIONAL GALLERY. 
Indudine. by special permission, Notes collected from the works of Mr. Ruskin. 
Compiled by Edward T. Cook. With a Preface by John Ruskin, LL.D., 
D.CL. Second Edition, Revised. Crown Svo, half morocco, 14*. 
* # * Also an Edition on large paper, limited to 250 copies. Two vols. 8vo. 
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CORBETT.— Works by Juliaw S. Corbett. 
THE FALL OF ASGARl). Two Vols. Globe 8vo. ia*. 
FOR GOD AND GOLD. Crown 8vo. 6*. 
KOPHETUA THE THIRTEENTH. Two Vols. Globe 8vo. iu. 

CORNWALL, AN UNSENTIMENTAL JOURNEY 

THROUGH. By the Author of "John Halifax, Gentleman." With 
numerous Illustrations by C. Nap;br Hbmy. Medium 4to. 12*. 6d. 

COWPER.— POETICAL WORKS. Edited, with Biographical Introduction, 

by Rer. W. Bbnham, B.D. (Globe Edition.) Globe ovo. 3*. 6d. 
THE TASK: AN EPISTLE TO JOSEPH HILL. Esq.,; TIROCINIUM; 

or, a Review of the Schools; and the HISTORY OF JOHN GILPIN. 

Edited, with Notes, by William Bbnham, B.D. (Globe Readings Edition.) 

Globe 8vo. i#. 
LETTERS OF WILLIAM COWPER. Edited, with Introdoction, by Rev. 

William Benham, B.D., F.S.A., Rector of 9t. Edmund the King, Lombard 

Street. i8mo. 4*. 6d. (Golden Treasury Series.) 
SELECTIONS FROM COWPER'S POEMS. With an Introduction by Mrs. 

Ouphant. i8ma 4*. 6d. (Golden Treasury Series.) 

CRANE.— THE SIRENS THREE. A Poem. Written and Illustrated 
by Waltbr Cranb. Royal 8vo. ior. Gd. 

CRANE.— GRIMM'S FAIRY TALES: A Selection from the Household 
Stories. Translated from the German by Lucy Cranb, and done into Pictures 
by Walter Crane. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

CRANE (LUCY).— LECTURES ON ART AND THE FORMATION 
OF TASTE. By Lucy Cranb. With Illustrations by Thomas and Walter 
Cranb. Crown 8vo. 6>. 

CRAWFORD— Works by F. Marion Crawford. 
MR. ISAACS. A Tale of Modern India. Crown 8vo. 4*. 6d. 
DOCTOR CLAUDIUS. A True Story. Crown 8vo. 4*. &/. 
A ROMAN SINGER. Crown 8vo. 4*. 60. 
ZOROASTER. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

A TALE OF A LONELY PARISH. Crown 8vo. 6». 
MAKZIO'S CRUCIFIX. Crown 8vo. 6>. 
PAUL PATOFF. Crown 8vo. 6*. 

WITH THE IMMORTALS. New Edition. Two vols. Globe 8vo. 12* 
GRElFENSf BIN. Three vols. Crown 8vo. 31 J. 6<£ 
SANT* ILARIO. Thuee roh. Crown 8vo. 31*. &L 

CUNNINGHAM.— THE CERULEANS. A Vacation Idyll. By H. S. 
CumviN6HAM. New and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 6*. 

DAGONET THE JBSTER.— Crown 8vo. 4*. 6d. 

DAHN.— FELIC1TAS. A Tale of the German Migrations, A.D. 47& By Felix 

Dahn. Translated by M. A. C E. Crown 8vo. 4*. dd. 
DANTE.— THE PURGATORY. Edited, with Translation and Notes, by 

A. T. Butler, M.A. Crown 8vo. m.6rf. 
THE PARADISO. Edited, with a Translation and Notes, by A J. Butlbr,M.A. 

Crown 8vo. 12*. 6d. 
DAVENPORT-HILL — CHILDREN OF THE STATE. By Florence 

Davenport-Hill. Edited by Fanny Fowkb. Second Edition, Revised and 

Enlarged. Crown 8vo. 6*. 

DAY.— Works by the Rev. Lal Bbhart Day: 
BENGAL PEASANT LIFE. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 61. 
FOLK-TALES OF BENGAL Crown 8^0. 4*. 6V/. 
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DAYS WITH SIR ROGER DE COVERLEY. From The 
Spectator, Willi Numerous Illustration* by Hugh Thomson. Small 410. 
Extra gilt. 6*. 

DEMOCRACY — An American Novel. Crown 8vo. 4*. 6d, 

DE MORGAN (MARY).— THE NECKLACE OF THE PRINCESS 

FIORI MONDE, and other Stories. With 25 Illustrations by Walts* Crank. 

Extra fcap. Bvo. 6*. 
*•* Also an Edition printed by R. and R. Clark, on band-made paper, the plates, 
initial letters, head and: tail pieces being printed on Indian paper and mounted in the 
text. Fcap. 410. The Edition is Limited to onb Hundred Copies. 
DEUTSCHE LYRIK. By Dr. Buchheim. (Golden Treasury Series.) 

iftmo. 4*. 64 

DE VERE. — Works by Aubrey de Verb. 
ESSAYS CHIEFLY ON POETRY. Two Vols. Globe 8vo. zas. VoL L 
Criticisms on Certain Poets. Vol. II. Essays, Literary and Ethical. 
ESSAYS, CHIEFLY LITERARY AND ETHICAL. Globe 8vo. 6*. 

DE WINT.-^THE LIFE OF PETER DEWINT. By Walter Armstrong 
B.A. Illustrated with 34 Full-page Photogravures from the Artist's Work. 
Super Royal 4to. 31*. 6d. 

DICKENS (CHARLES).— THE POSTHUMOUS PAPERS OF THE 
PICKWICK CLUB. By Cha.rlbs Dickens ; with Notes and numerous 
Illustrations. Edited by Charles Dickens the Younger. In Two Volumes. 
Extra Crown 8vo. ax*. 

DICKENS'S DICTIONARY OF PARIS, X889. An Unconventional 
Handbook. With Maps, Plans, Sec. i8mo. Paper cover, zs. Cloth, is. 6d. 

DICKENS'S DICTIONARY OF LONDON, 1889. (Ninth 
Year.) An Unconventional Handbook. With Maps, Plans, &c z8mo. Paper 
cover, is. Cloth, zs. 6d. 

DICKENS'S DICTIONARY OF THE THAMES, 1889. An 

Unconventional Handbook. With Maps, Plans, &c. Paper cover, zs. Cloth, 

DICKENS'S DICTIONARY OF THE UNIVERSITY 

OF OXFORD. 1885-1886. i8mo. paper cover, zs. 
DICKENS'S DICTIONARY OF THE UNIVERSITY 

OF CAMBRIDGE. X885-1886. i8mo. papercover. is. 
DICKENS'S DICTIONARY OF THE UNIVERSITIES 

OF OXFORD AND CAMBRIDGE. In One Volume. z8mo. Cloth, as. 6J. 

DILLWYN (E. A.).— Works by E. A. Dillwyh. 
JILL. Crown 8vo. 6s. 
JILL AND JACK. • vols. Globe 8vo. zas. 
DOYLE.— THE RETURN OF THE GUARDS, and other Poems. By Sir 
Francis Hastings Doyle, late Fellow of All Souls' College, Oxford. Crown 
8vo. -js. 64, 
DRYDEN.— POETICAL WORKS OF. Edited, with a Memoir, by W. D 

Christie, M.A. (Globe Edition.) Globe 8vo. 3*. 64, 
DUFF (GRANT).— MISCELLANIES, BCJLITICAL and LITERARY- 

By the Right Hon. M. E. Grant Duff. 8vo. zos. 64, 
E B E R S. — Works by Dr. Gboro Ebbrs. 
THE BURGOMASTER'S WIFE; a tale of the Siege of Leydem. Translated 



br Qlara JSell. Crown 8 vo.^ 4*6/. 



A WORD, Translated by Clara B«LL/_Crown 8vo. 4*. 64. 
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EDWARDS-MOSS.— A SEASON IN SUTHERLAND. By John E. 
Edwards-Moss. Crown 8vo. 4*. dd. 

ELLIS.— SKETCHING FROM NATURE. A Handb ok for Students and 
Amateurs. By Tristram J. Ellis. With a Frontispiece and zo Illustrations 
by H. Stacy Marks. R.A., and 30 Sketches by the Author. New Edition, 
Enlarged and Revised. Crown 8vo. 3*. 6d. 

EMERSON.— THE COLLECTED WORKS OF RALPH WALDO 
EMERSON. Uniform with the Bvbrslby Edition of Charles Kingsley's 
Novels. Globe 8vo., price 5*. each volume. 



s. MISCELLANIES. With an Intro- 
ductory Essay by John Morley. 
s. ESSAYS. 
3. POEMS. 



4. ENGLISH TRAITS : AND RE- 

PRESENTATIVE MEN. 

5. CONDUCT OF LIFE : AND 

SOCIETY and SOLITUDE. 

6. LETTERS: SOCIAL AIMS, &c. 



ENGLISH ILLUSTRATED MAGAZINE, THE. Profusely 

Illustrated. Published Monthly. Number I., October, 1883. Price Sixpence. 
YEARLY VOLUM R, 1884, consisting of 79a closely-printed pages, and contain- 
ing upwards of 400 Wood cut Illustrations of various sizes, bound in extra cloth, 

coloured edges. Royal 8vo. 7*. 6d. 
YEARLY VOLUME, 1885. A Handsome Volume, consisting of 840 closely 

printed pages, containing upwards of 400 Woodcut Illustrations cf various sizes 

bound in extra cloth, coloured edges. Royal 8vo. 8*. 
YEARLY VOLUME, 1886. A Handsome Volume, consisting of 840 closely 

printed pages, containing about 400 Woodcut .Illustrations of various sizes, 

bound in extra cloth, coloured edges. Royal 8vo. 8s. 
YEARLY VOLUME, 1887. A Handsome Volume, consisting of over 822 closely 

printed pages, and containing nearly 400 Woodcut Illustrations of various sizes, 

bound in extra cloth, coloured edges. Royal 8vo, 8s. 
YEARLY VOLUME, 1888. A handsome volume consisting of upwards of 832 

closely-printed pages, and containing nearly 500 Illustrations of various sizes. 

Cloth extra. Royal 8vo. 8*. 

Cloth Covers for binding Volumes, x*. 6d. each. 

ENGLISH ILLUSTRATED MAGAZINE, THE. proof 
IMPRESSIONS OF ENGRAVINGS ORIGINALLY PUBLISHED IN 
THE ENGLISH ILLUSTRATED. In Portfolio. 21*. 

ENGLISH MEN OF ACTION.— Now publishing (Volume I., 
March, 1889). Crown 8vo. With portrait, 2*. 6d. each. 



GENERAL GOR DON. By Colonel 
Sir William Butler [Ready. 

HENRY THE FIFTH. By the Rev. 
A. J. Church. [Ready. 

LIVINGSTONE. By Mr. Thomas 
Hughes. [Ready, 

LORD LAWRENCE. By Sir Rich- 
ard Temple. [Ready. 

WELLINGTON. By Mr. George 
Hooper [Ready. 

DAMPIER. By Mr. W. Clark 
Russell. [Ready. 

MONK. By Mr. Julian Corbhtt. 

WARWICK, THE KINGMAKER. 
By Mr. C. W. Oman. 

PETERBOROUGH. By Mr. W. 
Stebbing. 



By Mr. H. D. 
By Mr. Mowbray 



STRAFFORD. 

Traill. 
MONTROSE. 

Morris. 
CAPTAIN COOK. By Mr. Walter 

Bbsant. 
CLIVE. By Colonel Sir Charles 

Wilson. 
WARREN HASTINGS. By Sir 

Alfred Lyall. 
SIR JOHN MOORE. By Colonel 

Maurice. 
SIR CHARLES NAPIER. By 

Colonel Sir William Butler. 
SIR HENRY HAVELOCK. By 

Mr. Archibald Forbes. 
MARLBOROUGH. By Colons/ 

Sir William Butle-r. 
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ENGLISH MEN OF LETTERS. Edited by John Motley. 
8vo. **. &/. each. 



Crown 



JOHNSON. By Leslie Stephen. 

SCOTT. By R. H. Hutton. 

GIBBON. By J. Cotter Morison. 

SHELLEY. By J. A. Symonds. 

HUME. By T. H. Huxley, F.R-S. 

GOLDSMITH. By William Black. 

DEFOE. By W. Minto. 

BURNS. By Principal Shairp. 

SPENSER. By the Very Rcy. R. W. 
Church, Dean of St. Faul's. 

THACKERAY. By Anthony Trol- 
lops. 

LANDOR. By Sidney Colvin. 

DE QUINCEY. By Prof. Masson. 

CHARLES LAMB. By Rev. ALrREft 

RENTLEY. By Prof. R. C Jebb. 
CHARLES DICKENS. By A. W. 

Ward. 
GRAY. By Edmund Gosse. 
SWIFT. By Leslie Stephen. 
STERNE. By H. D. Traill, 



BURKE. By John Morusy. 
MILTON. By Mark Pattison. 
HAWTHORNE. By Henry James. 
SOUTH EY. By Professor Doyvden. 
CHAUCER. By A. W. Ward. 
COWPER. ByGoLDWiN Smith. 
BUNYAN. By J. A. Froude. 
LOCKE. By Prof. Fowler. 
BYRON. By ProC Nichol. 
WORDSWORTH. By F. W. H. 

Myers. 
DRYDEN. By George Sa*ntsbury. 
MACAULAY. By J. Cotter 

Morison. 
FIELDING. By Austin Dobson. 
SHERIDAN. By Mrs. Oliphant. 
ADDISON. By W. J. Courthope. 
BACON. By the Very Rev. R. W. 

Church, Dean of St. Paul's. 
COLERIDGE. By H. D. Traill. 
SIR PHILIP SIDNEY. By John 

Addington Symonds. 



KEATS. By Sidney Colvin. 
[Other Volumes to follow.] 

Popular Edition. One Shilling Each. 

ENGLISH MEN OF LETTERS. Edited by John Morlky. 
Now publishing Monthly. Vols. I.— XXXIII. ready. Paper covers, i*. each ; 
cloth binding, ix. 6d. 



JOHNSON. By Leslie Stephen. 
SCOTT. By R. H. Hutton. 
GIBBON. By J. Cotter Morison. 
HUME. By T. H. Huxley, F.R.S. 
GOLDSMITH. By Wm. Black. 
SHELLEY. By J. A. Symonds. 
DEFOE. By W. Minto. 
BURNS. By Principal Shairp. 
SPENSER. By the Very Rev. R. 

W. Church, Dean of St. Paul's. 
THACKERAY. By Ant. Trollops. 
BURKE. By John Mori.ey. 
MILTON. By Mark Pattison. 
HAWTHORNE. By Henry James. 
SOUTHEY. By ProC Dowden. 
BUNYAN. By J. A. Froude. 
CHAUCER. By A. W.Ward. 



[And the rest of the Series in due course.] 



COWPER. ByGoLDWiN Smith. 
POPE. By Leslie Stephen. 
BYRON. By Prof. Nichol. 
DRYDEN. By George Saintsbury. 
LOCKE. By Thomas Fowler. 
WORDSWORTH. By F. W.H.Myers. 
LANDOR. By Sidney Colvin. 
DE QUINCEY. By Prof. Masson. 
CHARLES LAMB. By.Rev.A. Aingkr. 
BENTLEY. By Prof. R. C. Jebb. 
DICKENS. By A. W. Ward. 
GRAY. By Edmund Gosse, 
SWIFT. By Leslie Stephen. 
STERNE. By H. D. Traill. 
MACAULAY. By J. C Morison. 
FIELDING. By Austin Dobson. 
SHERIDAN. By Mrs. Oliphant. 
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BELLES LETTfcES. II 

ENGLISH STATESMEN.— TWELVE ENGLISH STATESMEN 
Crown 8vo. ss. 6d. each. 

Under the above title Messrs. Macmillan & Co. are now publishing a series of short 
biographies, not designed to be a complete roll of famous Statesmen, but to present in 
historic order the lives and work of those leading actors in our affairs who by their 
direct influence have left an abiding mark on the policy, the institutions, and the 
position of Great Britain among States. 

The following list of subjects is the result of careful selection. The great move- 
ments of national history aie made to follow one another in a connected course, and 
the series is intended to form a continuous narrative of English freedom, order, and 
power. The Volumes are as follow ;— 



WILLTAM THE CONQUEROR. 
By Edward A. Freeman, D.C.L., 
LL.T). [Ready. 

HENRV II. By Mrs. J. R. Green. 
[Ready. 

EDWARD I. By F. York Powell. 

HENRY VII. By James Gairdnee. 
[Ready. 

CARDINAL WOLSEY. By Prof. 
M. Creighton. [Ready. 



ELIZABETH. By E. S. Beeslby. 
OLIVER CROMWELL. ByFREDEitiC 

Harrison. [Ready. 

WILLIAM III. By H. D. Traill. 
[Ready. 
WALPOLE. By John Mor ley. 

[In the press. 
CHATHAM. By John Morley. 
PITT. By John Morley. [Shortly. 
PEEL. By J. R. Thursfield. 
I [/* the press. 

ENGLISH LITERATURE, A HISTORY OF. IN FOUR 

VOLUMES. Crown 8vo. 

EARLY ENGLISH LITERATURE. By Stopford Brooke, MA, 

[In preparation. 
ELIZABETHAN LITERATURE. By George Saintsbury. 7 s. bd. 
EIGHTEENTH CENTURY LITERATURE. 1660-1780. By Edmund 

Gosse, M.A. 7*. 6d. 
THE MODERN PERIOD. By Professor E. Dowden. [In preparation. 

EVANS. — Works by Sebastian Evans. 
BROTHER FABIAN'S MANUSCRIPT, AND OTHER POEMS. Fcap. 

8vo. 6s. 
IN THE STUDIO: A DECADE OF POEMS. Extra fcap. 8vo. 5*. 

FAIRY BOOK. By the Author of "John Halifax, Gentleman." (Golden 
Treasury Series.) i8mo. 4s. 6d. 

FAY.— MUSIC STUDY IN GERMANY. From the Home Correspondence of 
Amy Fay, with a Preface by Sir GEORGE GROVE, D.CL. Director of the 
Royal College of Music. Crown 8yo. 4*. 6d» 

FINCK.— ROMANTIC LCVE AND PERSONAL BEAUTY: THEIR 
DEVELOPMENT, CAUSAL RELATION, HISTORIC AND 
NATIONAL PECULIARITIES. By Henry T. Finck. 3 vols. Crown 
8vo. iBs. 

FITZ GERALD.— VENETIA VICTRIX, and other Poems. By Caro- 
line Fitz gerald. Extra fcap. 8vo. 3*. 6d. 

FO'C'S'LE YARNS.— Including " BETSY LEE" AND OTHER 
POEMS. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 7s. 6d. 

FORBES.— SOUVENIRS OF SOME CONTINENTS. By Archibald 
Forbes, LL.D. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

FOSTER-BARHAM.— THE NIBELUNGEN LIED. Lay o the 
Nibelung. Translated from the German. By Alfred G. Foster-Baszam. 
Crown 8vo. to*. ta\ 
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FOWLER (W. WARDE).— Works by W. Ward* Fowler. MA. Sub- 
Rector of Lincoln College, Oxford, Author of " A Year with the Birds." 
TALES OF THE BIRDS. With Illustrations by Bryan Hook. New and 

Cheaper Edition, with an additional Tale. Crown 8vo. 3*. 6d. 
A YEAR WITH THE BIRDS. New Edition. Crown 8vo. y. Sd. 
FRATERNITY: A ROMANCE. , vo u. Crown 8vo. a». 

FRASER-TYTLER.— SONGS IN MINOR KEYS. By C C. Fraser- 
Tytlrr (Mrs. Edward Liddell). Second Edition. z8mo. 6*. 

FREEMAN.— Works by E. A. Freeman, D.C.L., LL.D., Regius Professor of 

Modern History in the University of Oxford. 
HISTORICAL AND ARCHITECTURAL SKETCHES ; CHIEFLY 

ITALIAN. With Illustrations by the Author. Crown 8vo. io*. td. 
SUBJECT AND NEIGHBOUR LANDS OF VENICE. Being a Companion 

Volume to " Historical and Architectural Sketches." With Illustrations. Crown 

8vo. tor. 6d. 
ENGLISH TOWNS AND DISTRICTS. With Illustrations. 8vo. 14*. 

QARNETT. — IDYLLS AND EPIGRAMS. Chiefly from the Greek 

Anthology. By Richard Garnbtt. Fcap. 8vo. «. 6d. 
GEDDES.— FLOSCULI GRAECI BOREALES SIVE ANTHOLOGIA 

GRAECA ABERDONENSIS. Contexuit GULIELMUS D. GEDDES. 

Crown 8vo. or. 

GILMORE — STORM WARRIORS; or, LIFE-BOAT WORK ON THE 
GOODWIN SANDS. By the Rev. John Gilmorb, M.A., Vicar of St. 
Luke's, Lower Norwood, Surrey, Author of " The Ramsgate Life-Boat," in 
" Macmillan*8 Magazine." Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 6r. 

OLOBE LIBRARY.— <Jlobe 8vo. Cloth. 3*. 6d. each. 
SHAKESPEARE'S COMPLETE WORKS. Edited by W. G. Clark, M.A. 

and W. Aldis Wright, M.A., of Trinity College, Cambridge, Editors of the 

" Cambridge Shakespeare." With Glossary. 
SPENSER'S COMPLETE WORKS. Edited from the Original Editions and 

Manuscripts, by R. Morris, with a Memoir by J. W. Hales, M.A. With 

Glossary. 
SIR WALTER SCOTTS POETICAL WORKS. Edited with a Biographical 

and Critical Memoir by Prof Francis Turner Palgravb, and copious Notes. 

COMPLETE WORKS OF ROBERT BURNS.-THE POEMS. SONGS, 
AND LETTERS, edited from the best Printed and Manuscript Authorities. 
With Glos&arial Index, Notes, and a Biographical Memoir by Alexander 

ROBINSON CRUSOE. Edited after the Original Editions, with a Biographical 

Introduction by Henry Kingsley. 
GOLDSMITH'S MISCELLANEOUS WORKS. Edited, with Biographical 

Introduction by Professor Masson. 
POPE'S POETICAL WORKS. Edited, with Notes and Introductory Memoir, 

by Adolphus William Ward, M. A., Fellow of St. Peter's College, Cambridge. 

and Professor of History in Owens College, Manchester. 
DRYDEN'S POETICAL WORKS. Edited, with a Memoir, Revised Text, 

and Notes, by W. D. Christie, M.A., of Trinity College, Cambridge. 
COWPER'S POETICAL WORKS. Edited, with Notes and Biographical 

Introduction, by Rev. William Bbnkam, B.D. 
MORTE D'ARTHUR.— SIR THOMAS MALORY'S BOOK OF KING 

ARTHUR AND OF HIS NOBLE KNIGHTS OF THE ROUND TABLE. 

The original Edition of C axton, revised for Modern Use. With an Introduction 

by Sir Edward Strachey, Bart/ 
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BELLES LETTRES 13 

GLOBE LIBRARY— continued. 

THE WORKS OF VIRGIL. Rendered into English Prose, with Introductions, 
Notes, Running Analysis, and an Index. By Jambs Lonsdalb, M.A., 
late Fellow and Tutor of Balliol College, Oxford, and Classical Professor in 
King's College, London ; and Samusl Lbb, M.A., Latin Lecturer at University 
College, London. 

THE WORKS OF HORACE. Rendered into English Prose, with Introductions. 
Running Analysis, Notes and Index. By James Lonsdalb, M.A., and 
Samuel Lee, M.A. 

MILTON'S POETICAL WORKS, Edited, with Introductions, by Professor 
Masson. 

GOETHE AND CARLYLE.— CORRESPONDENCE BETWEEN 
GOETHE AND CARLYLE. Edited by Charles Eliot Norton. Crowm 
8vo. 9*. 

GOETHE'S REYNARD THE FOX.— Translated into English Verse 
by A. Douglas Ainslie. Crown 8vo. 7*. 6d. 

GOETHE'S FAUST. Translated into English Verse, with Notes and 
Preliminary Remarks, by John Stuart Blackib, F.R.S.E., Emeritus Professor 
of Greek in the University of Edinburgh. Crown 8vo. gs. 

GOLDEN TREASURY SERIES.— Uniformly printed in i8mo., 

with Vignette Titles by Sir J. E. Millais, R.A., T. Woolnbr, W. Holman 

Hunt, Sir Noel Paton, Arthur Hughes, &c. Engraved on Steel by Jeens, 

Stodart, and others. Bound in extra cloth. 4*. 6d. each volume. 
THE GOLDEN TREASURY OF THE BEST SONGS AND LYRICAL 

POEMS IN THE ENGLISH LANGUAGE. Selected and arranged, with 

Notes, by Prof. Francis Turner Palgrave. 
THE CHILDREN'S GARLAND FROM THE BEST POETS. Selected 

and arranged by Coventry Patmore. 
THE BOOK OF PRAISE. From the best English Hymn Writers. Selected 

and arranged by Earl Selbornb. A New and Enlarged Edition. 
THE FAIRY BOOK ; the Best Popular Fairy Stories. Selected and rendered 

anew by the Author of " John' Halifax, Gentleman." 
THE BALLAD BOOK. A Selection of the Choicest British Ballads. Edited 

by William Allingham. 
THE JEST BOOK. The Choicest Anecdotes and Sayings. Selected and 

arranged by Mark Lemon. 
BACON'S ESSAYS AND COLOURS OF GOOD AND EVIL. With Notes 

and Glossarial Index. By W. Aldis Wright, M.A. 
THE PILGRIM'S PROGRESS from this World to that which is to come. By 

John Bunyan. Large Paper Edition. Crown 8vo. 7s. 6d. 
THE SUNDAY BOOK OF POETRY FOR THE YOUNG. Selected and 

arranged by C. F. Alexander. 
A BOOK OF GOLDEN DEEDS of All Times and All Countries gathered and 

narrated anew. By the Author of "The Heir of Redclyffe." 
A BOOK OF GOLDEN THOUGHTS. By Henry Attwell. Knight of the 

Order of the Oak Crown. New Edition. 
THE ADVENTURES OF ROBINSON CRUSOE. Edited from the Original 

Edition by J. W. Clark, M.A., Fellow of Trinity College, Cambridge. 
THE REPUBLIC OF .PLATO. Translated into English, with Notes, by J. 

LI. Davies, M.A. and D. J. Vaughan, M.A. 
THE SONG BOOK. Words and Tunes from the best Poets and Musicians. 

Selected and arranged by John Hullah, late Professor of Vocal Music in 
King's College, London. 
LA LYRE FRANCAISE.^ Selected and arranged, with Notes, by Gustavb 

Masson, French Master in Harrow School. 
TOM BROWN'S SCHOOL DAYS. By An Old Boy. 
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, 4 BELLES LETTRES. 

GOLDEN TREASURY SERIES— continued. 

A BOOK OF WORTHIES. Gathered from the Old Histories and written anew 

by the Author of *' The Heir of Redclyffe." With Vignette. 
GUESSES AT TRUTH. By Two Brothers. New Edition. 
THE CAVALIER AND HIS LADY. Selections from the Works of the First 

Duke and Dnchess of Newcastle. With an Introductory Essay by Edward 

Jenkins Author of " Ginx's Baby," &c. 
SCOTTISH SONG. A Selection of the Choicest Lyrics of Scotland. Compiled 

and arranged, with brief Notes, by Mary Carlylk Aitkbn. 
DEUTSCHE LYRIK. The Golden Treasury of the best German Lyrical 

Poems, selected and arranged with Notes and Literary Introduction. By Dr. 

Buchhbim. 
ROBERT HERRICK.— SELECTIONS FROM THE LYRICAL POEMS OF. 

Arranged with Notes by Prof. Francis Turner Palgrave. 
POEMS OF PLACES. Edited by H. W. Longfellow. England and Wales. 

Two Vols. 
MATTHEW ARNOLD'S SELECTED POEMS. 
THE STORY OF THE CHRISTIANS AND MOORS IN SPAIN. By 

Charlotte M. Yonge. With a Vignette by Holman Hunt. 
CHARLES LAMB'S TALES FROM SHAKESPEARE. Edited by Rev. 

Alfred Aikgeb, M.A. 
WORDSWORTH'S SELECT POEMS. Chosen and Edited, with Preface, by 

Matthew Arnold. Also a Large Paper Edition. Crown 8vo. o*. 
SHAKESPEARE'S SONGS AND SONNETS. Edited, with Notes, by 

Professor Francis Turner Palgrave, 
SELECTIONS FROM ADDISON. Edited by John Richard Green. 
SELECTIONS FROM SHELLEY. Edited by Stofford A. Brooke. Also 

Large Paper Edition. Crown 8vo. 12s. 6d. 
POETRY OF BYRON. Chosen and arranged by Matthew Arnold. Also 

a Large Paper Edition. Crown avo. gs. 
SIR THOMAS BROWNE'S RELIGIO MEDICI ; Letter to a Friend, &c, and 

Christian Morals. Edited by W. A. Gkeenhill, M.D., Oxon. 
MOHAMMAD, THE SPEECHES AND TABLE-TALK OF THE 

PROPHET. Chosen and Translated by Stanley Lane-Poole. 
WALTER SAVAGE LANDOR, Selections from the Writings of. Arranged and 

Edited by Sidney Colvin. 
COWPER— SELECTIONS FROM COWPER'S POEMS. With an Introduc- 
tion by Mrs. Oliphant. 
COWPER.-LETTERS of WILLIAM COWPER. Edited, with Introduction, 

by the Rev. W.Benham, B.D. 
KEATS.— THE POETICAL WORKS OF JOHN KEATS. Reprinted from 

the Original Editions, with Notes by Prof Francis Turner Palgrave. 
LYRICAL POEMS. By Lord Tennyson, Poet Laureate. Selected and 

Annotated by Prof- Francis Turner Palgrave. (Large Paper Edition.) 

8vo. gs. 
IN MEMORIAM. By Lord Tennyson, Poet Laureate. (Large Paper Edition.) 

8vo. qt. 
THEOCRITUS, BION, AND MOSCHUS. Rendered into English Prose, with 

Introductory Essay. By Andrew Lang. M.A., late Fellow of Merton College, 

Oxford. New Edition. (Large Paper Edition.) 8vo. gs. 
PLATO.— PHAEDRUS, LYSIS, AND PROTAGORAS. A New and Literal 

Translation, mainly from the Text of Bekker, by J. Wright, M.A, Trinity 

College, Cambridge. 
THE TRIAL AND DEATH OF SOCRATES. Being the Euthyphron, 

Apology, Crito, and Phaedo of Plato. Translated into English by F. J. Church 
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GOLDSMITH.— MISCELLANEOUS WORKS. Edited with Biographical 
Introduction, by Professor Masson. (Globe Edition.) Globe 8va y. td. 

VICAR OF WAKEFIELD. With a Memoir of Goldsmith by Professor 
Masson. (Globe Readings Edition.) Globe 8vo. is. 

THE TRAVELLER, AND THE DESERTED VILLAGE. Edited, with 
Introduction and Notes, by Arthur Barrett, B.A., Professor of English 
Literature in the Elphinstone College, Bombay. Globe 8vo. is. 6d 

GONE TO TEXAS. LETTERS FROM OUR BOYS. Edited, with 
Preface, by Thomas Hughes, Q.C. Crown 8vo. 4*. 6d. 

GORDON.— Lett^ of General C. G. Gordon to his Sister, M. A. Gordon. 
Fourth and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. $s. 6d. 

GOSSE.— A HISTORY OF EIGHTEENTH CENTURY LITERATURE. 
1660-1780. By Edmund Gosse, M. A., Editor of " The Works of Thomas Gray." 
Crown 8vo. js. 6d. 

GOW.— A COMPANION TO SCHOOL CLASSICS. By James Gow, M. A., 
LittD., Master of the High School, Nottingham; formerly Fellow of Trinity 
College, Cambridge. Illustrated. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

GRAY.— THE WORKS OF THOMAS GRAY. Edited by Edmund Gosse, 
M.A, In Four Vols. Globe 8vo. so*. 

GRAHAM.— KING TAMES I. An Historical Tragedy. By David 
Graham, Author of " Robert the Bruce." Globe 8vo. 7* 

GRAHAM, J. W.— NEjERA: a Tale of Ancient Rome. By John W. 
Graham. New and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

GREENWOOD,— THE MOON MAIDEN; and other Stories. By 
Jessy E. Greenwood. Crown 8vo. 3*. 6d. 

GRIMM'S FAIRY TALES. A Selection from the Household Stories. 
Translated from the German by Lucy Crane, and done into Pictures by 
Walter Crane. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

GUESSES AT TRUTH. By Two Brothers. (Golden Treasury Series). 
1 8 mo. 4s. 6d. 

HAILSTONE.— NOVAE ARUNDINES; OR. NEW MARCH MELO- 
DIES. By Herbert Hailstone. M.A., Author of "Grantae Imagines," &c. 
Second Edition. Fcap. 8vo. y . 6d. 

HAMERTON.— Works by P. G. Hamerton. 

ETCHING AND ETCHERS. Illustrated with Forty-eight new Etchings. 
Third Edition, revised. Columbier 8vo. 

THE INTELLECTUAL LIFE. With Portrait of Leonardo da Vinci, etched 
by Leopold Flameng. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 10*. 6d. 

THOUGHTS ABOUT ART. New Edition, Revised, with Notes and Intro- 
duction. Crown 8vo. 8s. 6d. 

HUMAN INTERCOURSE. Third Thousand. Crown 8vo. 85. 6<i. 

FRENCH AND ENGLISH; A COMPARISON. Crown 8vo. xos. 6d. Among 
the subjects dealt with in this volume are: — Education, Patriotism, Politics, 
Religicn, Virtues, Custom, Society, Success, Variety, Epil gue. 

HARDY. — Works by Arthur Sherburne Hardy. 
BUT YET A WOMAN. A Novel'. Crown 8vo. 4 s. 6d. 
THE WIND OF DESTINY. Two Vols. Globe 8vo. 12*. 
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HARDY, T.— Works by Thomas Hardy. 
THE WOOD LANDERS. Crown 8vo. 6s. Popular Edition, v. 6tL """* 

WESSKX TALES : STRANGE, LIVELY, AND COMMONPLACE. New 
and Cheaper Edition. Grown 8vo. 6>. Popular Edition. 3*. 6d. 

HARMONIA.— By the Author of "Estelle Russell." 3 rob. Crown 8vo. 
31*. 6* 

HARRISON (F.).— THE CHOICE OF BOOKS; and other Literary 
Pieces. Fourth Edition. By Frederic Harrison. Globe 8to. 6s. 
*»* Also an Edition on Hand-made paper, buckram binding. Limited to 950 
o pies. 8vo. 15*. 

HARRISON (JOANNA).— A NORTHERN LILY Five Years of an 
Uneventful Life. By Joanna Harrison. Three Vols. Crown 8vo. 31*. 6d. 

HARTE. — CRESSY: A NOVEL. By Bret Hart*. Popular Edition. 
Crown 8vo. 3*. 6d. 

HEINE.— A TRIP TO THE BROCKEN. By Hkinrich Hbinx. Trans- 

lated by R. McLintock. Crown 8vo. y. 6d. 
IDEAS*' BUCH LE GRAND" OF THE REISEBILDER OF HEIN- 

RICH HEINE. 1826. A Translation by I. B. Crown 8vo. 3* 6d. 
HERRICK (ROBERT).— SELECTIONS FROM THE LYRICAL 

POEMS OF. Arranged with Notes by Prof. F. T. Palgravb. (Golden 

Treasury Series.) x8mo. 4*. 6d. 

HILL. — Works by Octayia Rill. 
HOMES OF THE LONDON POOR. Popular Edition. Crown 8vo, sewed, xs 
OUR COMMON LAND. Consisting of Articles on OPEN SPACES : and on 

WISE CHARITY. Extra fcap. 8vo. 35.6* 
HOBDAY.— VILLA GARDENING. A Handbookfor Amateur and Practical 

Gardeners. By E. Hobday. Author of "Cottage Gardening/' &c. Extra 

Crown 8vo. 6*. 
HOG AN, M.P.— By the Author of " Flitters, Tatters, and the Counsellor." 

Globe 8vo. a*. 
HOLLW A Y-CALTHROR— PALADIN AND SARACEN: Stories 

from Ariosto. By H. C. Hollway-Calthrop. With Illustrations by Mrs. 

Arthur Lemon, engraved by O. Lacour. Crown 8vo. 6*. 
HOMER.— THE ODYSSEY OF HOMER DONE INTO ENGLISH 

PROSE. By S. H. Butcher, M.A., Professor of Greek in the University of 

Edinburgh : sometime Fellow and Pnelector of University College, Oxford, late 

Fellow of Trinity College, Cambridge; and A. Lang, M.A., late Fellow of 

Merton College, Oxford. With Steel Vignette. Seventh and Cheaper Edition. 

Revised and Corrected. With new Introduction and Additional Notes. Crown 

THE ODYSSEY OF HOMER. Borks I.— XII. Translated into English Verse 

by the Right Hon. the Earl of Carnarvon. Crown 8vo. 7*. 6d 
TH E ILIAD OF HOMER. Translated into English Prose. By Andrew Lang, 

M.A.. Walter Leaf, Litt-D., M.A., and Ernest Myers, M.A. Crown 8vo. 

12*. 6d. 
HONOURABLE MISS FERRARD.— By the Author of "Hogan, 

M.P." Popular Edition. Globe 8vo. as. 

HOOPER AND PHILLIPS.— A MANUAL OF MARKS ON POT- 
TERY AND PORCELAIN. A Dictionary of Easy Reference. By W. H • 
Hooper and W. C. Phillips. With numerous Illustrations. Second Edition, 
revised. x6mo. 4*. 6d. 
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HOPE. — NOTES AND THOUGHTS ON GARDENS AND WOOD- 
LANDS, Written chiefly for Amateurs. By the late Fkances Jane Hope, 
Wardie Lodge, near Edinburgh. Edited by Anns J. Hope Johnstone. Crown 
8vo. 6*. 

HOPKINS.— Works by Ellice Hopkins. 
ROSE TURQUAND. A Novel Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 6*. 
AUTUMN SWALLOWS : a Book of Lyrics. Extra fcap. 8vo. 6*. 

HOPPUS.— a GREAT TREASON: A Story of the War of Independence. 
2 vols. Crown 8vo. 9*. 

HORACE. WORD FOR WORD FROM HORACE. The Odes liteially 
▼«™fi«d. By W.T. Thornton, CB. Crown 8vo. js.6d. 
WORKS OF. Rendered into English Prose by Jambs Lonsdale, M.A. and 
Samuel Lee, M.A. (Globe Edition.) Globe 8vo. 3*. 6d. 

HULL AH.— HANNAH TARNE. A Story for Girls. By M. E. Hullah. 
Author of "Mr. Greysmith," With Illustrations. New Edition. Globe 8vo. 
ax. 6d. 

HUNT (HOLMAN).— THE PRE-RAPHAELITE BROTHERHOOD. 
By W. Holman Hunt. Illustrated by Reproductions from some of Mr. 
Holman Hunt's drawings and paintings. Crown 8vo. [In the press. 

HUNT (W.).— TALKS ABOUT ART. By William Hunt. With a Letter 
by Sir J. E. Millais, Bart., R.A. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 3*. 6d. 

HUTTON.— Works by R. H. Hutton, M.A. 
ESSAYS ON SOME OF THE MODERN GUIDES OF ENGLISH 
THOUGHT IN MATTERS OF FAITH. Globe 8vo. 6s. 

These Essays deal with the following writers : Thomas Carlyle, Cardinal 
Newman, Matthew Arnold, George Eliot, and Frederick Denison Maurice. 

ESSAYS.— New edition. 2 vols. Globe 8vo. 6*. each. 
Vol I. LITERARY ESSAYS, 
Vol. II. THEOLOGICAL ESSAYS. 

IRVING. — Works by Washington I r vino. 

OLD CHRISTMAS. From the Sketch Book. With upwards of 100 Illustrations 
by Randolph Caldecott, engraved by J. D. Cooper. New Edition. 
Crown 8vo, cloth elegant 6s. 



Also with uncut edges, paper label. Crown 8vo. 6s. 
People's Sixpenny Edition. Illustrated. Medium 4 



Sixpenny Edition. Illustrated. Medium 4to. 6d. 
BRACEBRIDGE HALL. With xao Illustrations by R. Caldecott. New 
Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt 6*. 
Also with uncut edges ? paper label. Crown 8vo. 6s. 
People's Sixpenny Edition. Illustrated. Medium 4to. 6d. 
OLD CHRISTMAS AND BRACEBRIDGE HALL. By Washington 
Irving. With Numerous Illustrations by Randolph Caldecott. An Edition 
de Luxe on fine Paper. Royal 8vo. axx. 

ISM AY'S CHILDREN.— By the Author of "Hogan, MP." Popular 
Edition. Globe 8vo. 2*. 

JACKSON.— RAMONA. AStery. By Helen Jackson (H. H.), Authof 
of "Verges," "Bits of Travel." Globe 8vo. as. 

k 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



BELLES LETTRES. 



JAM E S.— Woifct by Hbmky Jambs. 

THE PORTRAIT OF A LADY. Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 6*. 

WASHINGTON SQUARE ; THE PENSION BEAUREPAS: A BUNDLE 
OF LETTERS. Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 6*. Popular Edition. Globe 
8vo. as- 

THE EUROPEANS. A Novel. Cheaper Edition. Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

THE AMERICAN. Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. or. 

DAISY MILLER: AN INTERNATIONAL EPISODE: FOUR MEET- 
INGS. Crown 8vo. 6s. Popular edition. Globe 8vo. a*. 

RODERICK HUDSON. Crown 8vo. 6s. Popular Edition. Globe 8vo. a*. 

THE MADONNA OF THE FUTURE; and other Tales. Crown 8vo. 6s. 
Popular edition. Globe 8vo. ax. 

FR E N CH POETS AND N O VELISTS. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 4* &*■ 

PORTRAITS OF PLACES. Crown 8vo. 7*. 6d. 

TALES OF THREE CITIES. Crown 8vo. 4s- &- 

STORIES REVIVED. Two Series. Crown 8vo. fir. each. 

THE BOSTON I ANS. Crown 8vo. 6*. 

THE PRINCESS CASAMASS1MA. Crown 8v* 6s. Popular Edition. Globe 
8vo. as. 

PARTIAL PORTRAITS. Crown torn. 6s. 

THE REVERBERATOR. Crown 8vo. 6r. 

THE ASPERN PAPERS ; and other Stories. • vols. Globe 8 vo. xas. 

A LONDON LIFE. New and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

JAMES.— NOVELS AND TALES. By HENRY JAMBS. 

iBma, as. tack volume. 



THE PENSION BEAUREPAS: 
THE POINT OF VIEW. 1 vol. 

DAISY MILLER, A STUDY: FOUR 
MEETINGS : LONGSTAFF'S 
MARRIAGE ; BENVOLIO. x vol. 

THE MADONNA OF THE 
FUTURE: A BUNDLE OF 
LETTERS ; THE DIARY OF A 
MAN OF FIFTY: EUGENE 
PICKERING. 



THE PORTRAIT OF A LADY. 

3 vols. 
RODERICK HUDSON, a vols. 
THE AMERICAN, a vols. 
WASHINGTON SQUARE, x vol. 

the Europeans: ivoL 

CONFIDENCE, x vol. 
THE SIEGE OF LONDON: MA- 
DAME DE MAUVES. x vol. 
AN INTERNATIONAL EPISODE : 

KEARY (A.).— Works by Awnib Keamt. 

CASTLE DALY ; THE STORY OF AN IRISH HOME THIRTY YEARS 

AGO. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. Popular Edition. Crown 8vo. 3*. 6d. 
JANET'S HOME. New Edition. Globe 8vo. as. 
CLEMENCY FRANKLYN. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. Popular Edition. 

Globe 8vo. as. 
OLD BURY. New and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. Popular Edition. 

Globe 8vo. a*. 
A YORK AND A LANCASTER ROSE. Crown 8vo. 6s. Popular Edition 

Globe 8vo. as. 
A DOUBTING HEART. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 
THE HEROES OF ASGARD. Globe 8vo. as. 6d. 

KEARY (E.).— Works by Eliza Keary. 
THE MAGIC VALLEY; or, PATIENT ANTOINE. With Illustrations by 
E. V. B. Globe 8vo. silt. 4s. 6d. 

KEATS.— THE POETICAL WORKS OF JOHN KEATS. Reprinted 
from the Original Editions, with Notes by Professor Francis T. PalgravIc. 
4*. <W. (Golden Treasury Series). 
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KINGSLEY'S (CHARLES) NOVELS AND POEMS.— 

EVERSLEY EDITION. Globe Bvo. 

WESTWARD HO! a Vols. xo*. 

TWO YEARS AGO. a Vols. xoj. 

HYPATIA. a Vols. to*. io* 

YEAST, i Vol. s#. POEMS. Two Vols. xo*. 

KINGSLEY. — Works by the Rev. Charlks Kingsley, M.A., late Rector 
of Eversley, and Canon of Westminster. 

COLLECTED EDITION. Crown 8vo. 6s. each. 

POEMS ; including the Saint's Tragedy, Andromeda, Songs, Ballads, &C. Com- 
plete Collected Edition. | YEAST : a Problem. 

ALTON LOCKE. New Edition. With a Prefatory Memoir by Thomas 
Hughes, Q.C, and Portrait of the Author. 

HYPATIA ; or, NEW FOES WITH AN OLD FACE. 

GLAUCUS; or. THE WONDERS OF THE SEA-SHORE. With Coloured 
Illustrations. 

WESTWARD HO I or, THE VOYAGES AND ADVENTURES OF SIR 
AMYAS LEIGH. 

THE HEROES ; or, GREEK FAIRY TALES FOR MY CHILDREN. With 
Illustrations. | TWO YEARS AGO. 

THE WATER BABIES. A Fairy Tale for a Land Baby. With Illustrations by 
Sir Nobl Paton, R.S.A., and P. Skelton. 

THE ROMAN AND THE TEUTON. A Series of Lectures delivered befjre 
the University of Cambridge. With Preface by Professor Max MOller. 

HEREWARD THE WAKE— LAST OF THE ENGLISH. 

THE HERMITS. 

MADAM HOW AND LADY WHY; or, FIRST LESSONS IN EARTH- 
LORE FOR CHILDREN. 

AT LAST; A CHRISTMAS IN THE WEST INDIES. Illustrated. 

PROSE IDYLLS. NEW AND OLD. 

PLAYS AND PURITANS ; and other HISTORICAL ESSAYS. 

HISTORICAL LECTURES AND ESSAYS. 

SANITARY AND SOCIAL LECTURES AND ESSAYS. 

SCIENTIFIC LECTURES AND ESSAYS. 

LITERARY AND GENERAL LECTURES. 

POPULAR EDITION. Grown 8vo. v. 64. each. A new and cheaper 

--- - " * * ~ fn i ■■ * 



edition of Mr. Kingsley's books, as under. In monthly volumes. 

WESTWARD HO I With portrait. 
Ready. 
HYPATIA. 



YEAST. 
ALTON LOCKE. „ 

TWO YEARS AGO. „ 

HEREWARD THE WAKE. „ 
POEMS „ 

THE HEROES. „ 

THE WATER BABIES. „ 
MADAM HOW AND LADY 

WHY. 
AT LAST. 



PROSE IDYLLS. Ready. 

PLAYS AND PURITANS. Oct. 
THE ROMAN and THE 

TEUTON. Nov. 

SANITARY AND SOCIAL 

ESSAYS. Dec. 

HISTORICAL LECTURES 

AND ESSAYS. Jan. 1890. 

SCIENTIFIC LECTURES 

AND ESSAYS. Feb. 

LITERARY AND GENERAL 

LECTURES. Mar. 



HEALTH AND EDUCATION. New Edition. Crown Bvo. 6s. 
SELECTIONS FROM SOME OF THE WRITINGS OF THE REV. 

CHARLES KINGSLEY. Crown 8vo. 6*. 
OUT OF THE DEEP. Words for the Sorrowful, from the writings of Chaklbs 

Kingslky. Extra fcap. 8vo. yt. 6a\ 
POEMS. By Charles Kingsley. Complete edition. Pocket edition. x8mo. 

Cloth. 1*. 6d. 

b 2 
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KINGSLEY— continued. 

DAILY THOUGHTS SELECTED FROM THE WRITINGS OF 

CHARLES KINGSLEY. By His Wins. Crown 8vo. 6*. 
THE WATER BABI ES : A Fairy Tale for a Land Baby. With One Hundred 

Illustrations by Lin ley Samboubnb. Fcap. *to. 12s. 6d. 
GLAUCUS; or THE WONDERS OF THE SHORE. With coloured 

Illustrations. Extra cloth. Gilt edges. (Gift-book Edition.) Crown 8vo. 7s. 6d. 
THE HEROES; or, GREEK FAIRY TALES FOR MY CHILDREN. 

With Illustrations. Extra Cloth, Gilt Edges. (Gift-book Edition.) Crown 

8vo. is. td. 
TH E SONG OF THE RIVER. Illustrated with Fifteen full page Photogravures. 

A limited Edition, the Plates on Japanese Paper. 410. 31*. 6tL 

KINGSLEY (H.).— TALES OF OLD TRAVEL. Re-narrated by Henry 
Kincslby. With Eight full-page Illustrations by Huard. New Edition. 
Crown 8vo. cloth, extra gilt. $s. 

KING ARTHUR: XsOT A LOVE STORY.— By the Author of 

" John Halifax, Gentleman," " Miss Tommy," etc Crown 8vo. 6s. 
LAFARGUE.—THE NEW JUDGMENT OF PARIS. By Philip 

Lafargub. Two Vols. Globe 8vo. 12*. 
LAMB. — Works by Charles Lamb. Edited by Rev. Alfred Ainghr, M.A. 
TALES FROM SHAKESPEARE. Edited, with Preface, by Alfred Ainoer, 

M.A. Globe 8vo,u. Golden Treasury Edition. x8mo. 4*. 6tL Globe Read- 
ings Editi >n for Schools. Globe 8vo, as. 
ESSAYS OF ELIA, Edited, with Introduction and Notes, by Alfred Aingbr, 

M.A. Globe 8vo. «*. 
POEMS, PLAYS, AND MISCELLANEOUS ESSAYS, &c. Edited by Alfred 

Aingbr, M.A. Globe 8vo. 5*. 
MRS. LEICESTER'S SCHOOL; The Adventures of Ulysses ; and other Essays. 

Edited by Alfred Aingbr. M.A. Globe 8vo. 5*. 
LETTERS OF CHARLES LAMB. Newly arranged, with additions. Edited 

by Alfred Ainger, M.A. 2 vols. Globe 8vo. 10*. 
THE LIFE OF CHARLES LAMB (uniform with "The Works of Charles 

Lamb). New and Revised ed.tion. Globe 8vo. 5*. 
LAND OP DARKNESS, THE, along with some other Chapters in 

the experiences of " The Little Pilgrim." By the Author of " A Little Pilgrim 

in the Unseen." Crown 8vo. 5$. 

LANDOR (WALTER SAVAGE).— SELECTIONS FROM THE 
WRITINGS OF WALTER SAVAGE LANDOR Arranged and Edited by 
Sidney Colyi.v. With Portrait. x8mo. 4*. 6d. (Golden Treasury Series.) 

LAWLESS.— A MILLIONAIRE'S COUSIN. By the Hon. Emily 

Lawless, Author of " A Chelsea Householder." Crown 8vo. 6s. 
LECTURES ON ART.— Delivered in Support of the Society for 

Protection of Ancient Buildings. By Regd. Stuart Poole, Professor W. 

B. Richmond, E. J. Poynter, R.A., J. T. Mickletkwaite, and William 

Morris. Crown 8ro. 4*. 6d. 
LEE. — FAITHFUL AND UNFAITHFUL. By Margaret Lee. Crown 8vo. 

LE%ON (MARK).— THE JEST BOOK. The Choicest Anecdotes and 
Sayings. Selected and Arranged by Mark Lemon. (Golden Treasury Series.) 
i8mo. 4s. 6d. 

LEVY.— REUBEN SACHS : A Sketch. By Amy Levy. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

LITTLE^M PRINCE, THE, AND HIS TRAVEL- 

LING CLOAK.— A Parable for Old and Young. By the Author pf " John 
Halifax, Gentleman." With a 4 Illustrations, by J. McRalston. Cr. 8vo. 4* 6tL 
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LITTLE PILGRIM, A, IN THE UNSEEN. Crowns™. •*. 6d. 

LITTLE ESTELLA, and other FAIRY TALES FOR THE YOUNG. 
18010, cloth extra, ax. 6d. 

LITTLE SUNSHINE'S HOLIDAY.— By the Author of "John 

Halifax. Gentleman." With Illustrations. Globe 8vo. ax. &/. 
LOWELL. — Works by Jambs Russell Lowell. 

COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS. With Portrait. i8mo. 4X. 6d. 

DEMOCRACY : and other Addresses. Crown 8va 5*. 

HEARTSEASE AND RUE. Poems. Globe 8va 5X. 

POLITICAL ESSAYS. Extra Crown 8vo. js. 6d. 

LUBBOCK.— Works by Sir John Lubbock, Bart., M.P., F.R.S., LL.D., 

D.CL. 
THE PLEASURES OF LIFE. 50th thousand. Popular edition. Sewed ix. 

Cloth, ix. 6d. Library Edition. Extra cloth, gilt. 3*. 6d. 
THE PLEASURES OF LIFE. Part II. Third Edition. Globe 8vo. Cloth, 



gilt. v. 6d 
LUCAS.— s 



-SKETCHES OF RURAL LIFE. Poems. By Francis Lucas. 

Extra fcap. 8vo. 5X. 
MACLAREN.— THE FAIRY FAMILY. A Series of Ballads and Metrical 

Tales illustrating the Fairy Mythology of Europe. By Archibald Maclarbn. 

With Frontispiece, Illustrated Title, and Vignette. Crown 8vo, gilt. 5X. 
MACMILLAN.-MEMOIR OF DANIEL MACMILLAN. By Thomas 

Hughes, Q.C. With a Portrait engraved on Steel by C. H. J bens, from a 

Painting by Lowes Dickinson. Fifth Thousand. Crown 8vo. 4s. 6d. 

Popular Edition, Paper Covers, xx. 
MACMILLAN'S BOOKS FOR THE YOUNG.— in Globe 8vo, 
cloth elegant. Illustrated, 2X. 6d. each :— 



WANDERING WILLIE. By the 
Author of "Conrad the Squirrel." 
With a Frontispiece by Sir Noel 
Paton. 

THE WHITE RAT, AND OTHER 
STORIES. By Lady Barker. 
With Illustrations by W. J. Hbn- 
nessy. 

PANSIE'S FLOUR BIN. By the 
Author of "When I was a Little 
Girl." With Illustrations by Adrian 
Stokes. 

MILLY AND OLLY ; or, A Holiday 
among the Mountains. By Mrs. 
T. H. Ward. With Illustrations by 
Mrs. Alma Tadbma. 

TH E H ERO ES oF A SGARD ; Tales 
from Scandinavian Mythology. By 
A. and E. Keary. 

WHEN I WAS A LITTLE GIRL. 
By the Author of "St. Olave's," 
" Nine Years Old." &c. 

NINE YEARS OLD. By the Au- 
thor of " When I was a Little Girl." 

THE STORY OF A FELLOW 
SOLDIER By Frances Awdry. 
(A Life of Bishop Patteson for the 
Young.) With Preface by Char- 
lotte M. Yongb. 



AGNES HOPETOUN'S SCHOOLS 
AND HOLIDAYS. By Mrs. Oli- 
phant. 

RUTH AND HER FRIENDS. A 

Story for Girls. 
THE RUNAWAY. By the Author 

of "Mrs. Jerningham's Journal.** 
OUR YEAR. A Child's Book in 

Prose and Verse. By the Author of 

"John Halifax, Gentleman." 

LITTLE SUNSHINE'S HOLI- 
DAY. By the same Author. 

THE LANCES OF LYNWOOD. By 

Charlotte M. Yongb. 
A STOREHOUSE OF STORIES. 

Edited by Charlotte M. Yongk, 

Two Vols. 

HANNAH TARNE. By Mary E. 
Hullah. With Illustiations by W. 
J. Hennbssy. 

THE POPULATION OF AN OLD 
PEAR TREE ; or, Stories of Insect 
Life. From the French of E. Van 
Bruyssel. Edited by CM. 
Yongb. With Illustrations. 
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MACMILLAN'S BOOKS FOR THE YOUJXG—conHntud. 

By Mrs. Moles worth. 

With Illustrations by Walter Crank. Globe 8vo. ax. 6tL each. 



ROSY. 

THE ADVENTURES OF HERR 

BABY. 
TWO LITTLE WAIFS. 
CHRISTMAS TREE LAND. 
LITTLE MISS PEGGY. 



••CARROTS" ; JUST A LITTLE 

BOY. 
A CHRISTMAS CHILD. 
THE TAPESTRY ROOM. 
GRANDMOTHER DEAR. 
THE CUCKOO CLOCK. 
TELL ME A STORY. 
MACMILLAN'S MAGAZINE.— Published Monthly. Price u. Vols- 

I. to LIX. are now ready. Medium 8ro. is. id. each. 
MACMILLAN'S POPULAR NOVELS.- i n Cr 0wn 8 vo, doth. 
Price 6$. each Volume :— 

By William Black. 



A PRINCESS OF THULE. 

MADCAP VIOLET. 

THE MAID OF KILLEENA ; and 

other Tales. 
THE STRANGE ADVENTURES 

OF A PHAETON. Illustrated. 
GREEN PASTURES AND PIC- 

CADILLY. 
MACLEOD OF DARE. Illustrated. 
WHITE WINGS. A Yachting Ro- 



THE BEAUTIFUL WRETCH : 
THE FOUR MAC NICOLS: 
THE PUPIL OF AURELIUS. 

SHANDON BELLS. 

YOLANDE. 

JUDITH SHAKESPEARE. 

THE WISE WOMEN OF INVER- 
NESS; A Tale ; and other Miscel- 
lanies. 

WHITE HEATHER. 

SABINA ZEMBRA. 

By Charles Kingsley. 
TWO YEARS AGO. I HYPATIA. 

•• WESTWARD HO ! " YEAST . 

ALTON LOCKE. With Portrait. | HEREWARD THE WAKE. 

By the Author of "John Halifax, Gentleman." 

THE HEAD OF THE FAMILY. I OLIVE. Illustrated. 

Illustrated. | MISS TOMMY. A Medieval 

MY MOTHER AND I. Illustrated. I Romance. Illustrated. 

THE OGILVIES. Illustrated. KING ARTHUR: not a Love 

AGATHA'S HUSBAND. Illustrated. | Story. 

By Charlotte M. Yonge. 



THE HEIR OF REDCLYFFE. 

With Illustrations. 
HEARTSEASE. With Illustrations. 
THE DAISY CHAIN. With Illus- 
trations. 
THE TRIAL: More Links in the 

Daisy Chain. With Illustrations. 
HOPES AND FEARS. IUustra \ 
DYNEVOR TERRACE. Wu 

Illustrations. 
MYYOUNGALCIDES. Illustrated. 
THE PILLARS OF THE HOUSE. 

Two Vols. Illustrated. 
CLEVER WOMAN OF THE 

FAMILY. Illustrated, 
THE YOUNG STEPMOTHER. 

Illustrated. 
THE DOVE IN THE EAGLE'S 

NEST. Illustrated. 
THE CAGED LION. Illustrated. 



THE CHAPLET OF PEARLS. 
Illustrated. 

LADY HESTER, and THE DAN- 
VERS PAPERS. Illustrated. 

THE THREE BRIDES. Illus- 
trated. 

MAGNUM BONUM. Illustrated. 

LOVE AND LIFE. Illustrated. 

UNKNOWN TO HISTORY. 
Illustrated. 

STRAY PEARLS. Illustrated. 

THE ARMOURER'S PREN- 
TICES. Illustrated. 

NUTTIE'S FATHER. Illustrated. 

THE TWO SIDES OF THE 
SHIELD. Illustrated. 

SCENES AND CHARACTERS. 
Illustrated. 

CHANTRY HOUSE. 

A MODERN TELEMACHUS. 
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MACMILLAN'S POPULAR NOVEhS-continuid. 
By Annie Keary. 



CASTLE DALY. 

OLDBURY. 

CLEMENCY FRANKLYN. 



A YORK AND A LANCASTER 

ROSE 
A DOUBTING HEART. 



By Henry James. 

THE EUROPEANS. 

THE AMERICAN. 

DAISY MILLER: AN INTERNA- 
TIONAL EPISODE : FOUR 
MEETINGS. 

RODERICK HUDSON. 

THE MADONNA OF THE 
FUTURE, and other Tales. 



WASHINGTON SQUARE: THE 
PENSION BEAUREPAS : A 
BUNDLE OF LETTERS. 

THE PORTRAIT OF A LADY. 

STORIES REVIVED. Two Serie*, 
6s. each. 

THE BOSTONIANS. 

THEPRINCESSCASAMASSIMA. 

THE REVERBERATOR. 



By F. Marion Crawford. 



A TALE OF A LONELY PARISH. I 
MARZICKS CRUCIFIX. | 



ZOROASTER. 
PAUL PATOFF. 



By J. Henry Shorthouse. 



JOHN INGLESANT. I 

SIR PERCIVAL : a Story of the Past 
and of the Present. I 



A TEACHER OF THE VIOLIN ; 

and.other 1 ales. 
THE COUNTESS EVE. 



By Thomas Hardy. 
THE WOODLANDERS. | WESSEX TALES. 



TOM BROWN'S SCHOOL DAYS. 
TOM BROWN AT OXFORD. 
A BELEAGUERED CITY. By 

Mrs. Oliphant. 
REALMAH. By the Author of 

•' Friends in Council." 
ROSE TURQUAND. By Ellicb 

Hopkins. 
OLD SIR DOUGLAS. By the 

Hon. Mrs. Norton. 
THE HARB >UR BAR. 
BENGAL PEASANT LIFE. By 

Lal Bkhari Day. 
VIRGIN SOIL. By Tourgrmief. 
VIDA. The Study of a Girl. By 

Amy Dunsmuir. 

MACMILLAN'S THREE-AND-SIXPENNY NOVELS;— 



THE NEW ANTIGONE: a 

Romance. 
MISS BRETHERTON. By Mrs. 

Humphry Ward. 
JILL. By E. A. Dillwyn. 
A MILLIONAIRE'S COUSIN. By 

the Hon. Emily Lawless. 
THE STORY OF CATHERINE. 

By Ashford Owen. 
NE^ERA : A TALE OF ANCIENT 

R( )ME. By J. W. Graham. 
THE CARU LEANS. By H. S. 

Cunningham. 
THE WOODLANDERS. By 

Thomas Hardy. 
REUBEN SACHS. ByAuYLsvt 



By Charles Kingsley. 

WESTWARD HO I | ALTON LOCKE. 

HYPATIA. TWO YEARS AGO. 

YEAST. I HEREWARD THE WAH. 

See also under Charles Kingsley. Page 19. 
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By Charlotte M. 

THE HEIR OF REDCLYFFE. 

HEARTSEASE. 

HOPES AND FEARS. 

DYNEVOR TERRACE. 

THE DAISY CHAIN. 

THE TRIAL 

PILLARS OF THE HOUSE. 

• Vol*. 
THE YOUNG STEPMOTHER. 
THE CLEVER WOMAN OF 

THE FAMILY. 
THE THREE BRIDES. 



Yonge. 

MY YOUNG ALCIDES. 

THE CAGED LION. 

DOVE IN THE EAGLE'S NEST. 

THE CHAPLET OF PEARLS. 

LADY HESTER, and THE 
DANVERS PAPERS. 

MAGNUM BONUM. 

LOVE AND LIFE. 

UNKNOWN TO HISTORY. 

STRAY PEARLS. 

THE ARMOURER'S 'PREN- 
TICES. 



The following volumes are in the press t and will be published on the dates 
named: — 



THE TWO SIDES OF THE 

SHIELD. Ang. 15. 

NUTTIE'S FATHER. Sept a. 
SCENES & CHARACTERS. „ 16. 



CHANTRY HOUSE. Oct. 1. 

A MODERN TELEMACHUS. „ is. 
BYE WORDS. Nov. 1. 

BEECHCROFT AT ROCK- 
STONE. ,, 15. 



CRESSY. By Bret Harts. 

MISS BRETHERTON. By Mrs. Humphry Ward. 

ROBBERY UNDER ARMS. By Rolf Boldrewood. 

REUBEM SACHS. By Amy Levy. 

A LONDON LIFE. By Henry James. 

CASTLE DALY. By Annie Keary. 

LOUISIANA and THAT LASSO'LOWRIE'S. By Frances H. Burnett. 

By Thomas Hardy. 
WESSEX TALES. | THE WOODLANDERS. 

By D. Christie Murray. 
THE WEAKER VESSEL. I SCHWARTZ. 

AUNT RACHEL. | 

By Mrs. Oliphant. 

JOYCE. I NEIGHBOURS ON THE GREEN. 

A BELEAGUERED CITY. | 

MACMILLAN'S TWO SHILLING NOVELS :— 

By the Author of "John Halifax, Gentleman." 

THEOGILVIES. | AGATHA'S HUSBAND. 

TWO MARRIAGES. 
By Mrs. Oliphant. 



THE HEAD OF THE FAMILY. 
OLIVE. 



HESTER. 

THE WIZARD'S SON. 

SIR TOM. 

A COUNTRY GENTLEMAN. 

THE SECOND SON. 



THE CURATE IN CHARGE. 
A SON OF THE SOIL. 
YOUNG MUSGRAVE. 
HE THAT WILL NOT WHEN 
HE MAY. 

PATTY. By Mrs. Macquoid. 
By George Fleming. 
A NILE NOVEL. I MIRAGE. 

THE HEAD OF MEDUSA. | VESTIGIA. 
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MACMILLAN'S TWO SHILLING NOVELS— continued. 
By the Author of "Hogan, M.P.' 



HOGAN, M.P. 

THE HONOURABLE MISS FER- 

RARD. 
CHRISTY CAREW. 



FLITTERS, TATTERS, AND 
THE COUNSELLOR: WEEDS 
AND OTHER SKETCHES. 

ISMAY'S CHILDREN. 



By Frances H. Burnett. 

HAWORTH'S 

"LOUISIANA" and "THAT LASS O* LOWRIE'S." Two Stories 
Illustrated. 

By Hugh Conway. 
LIVING OR DEAD. | A FAMILY AFFAIR, 

By W. E. Norris. 

MY FRIEND JIM. | CHRIS. 

By Henry James. 

DAISY MILLER : AN INTERNA- THE MADONNA OF THE 

TION AL EPISODE : FOUR FTJTUR E, and other Tales. 

MEETINGS. WASHINGTON SQUARE. 

RODERICK HUDSON. THE PRINCESS CASA- 

MA6SIMA. 

By Annie Keary. 
OLDBURY. I A YORK AND A LANCASTER 

JANETS HOME. ROSE. 

I CLEMENCY FRANKLYN. 

RAMONA. By Helen Jackson. 
AUNT RACHEL. By D. Christie Murray. 

A SLIP IN THE FENS. c 

MACQUOID.— PATTY. By Katharine S. Macquoid. Globe 8vo. at. 

MADAME TABBY'S ESTABLISHMENT.— By Kari. With 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo. 4s. 6d. 

MADOC— Works by Fayr Madoc 
THE STORY OF MELICENT. Crown 8vo. 4* 6d. 
MARGARET JERMINE. 3 vols. Crown 8vo. 31*. 6V£ 
MAGUIRE,— YOUNG PRINCE MARIGOLD. AND OTHER FAIRY 
STORIES. By the late John Francis Maguirb, M.P. Illustrated by S. E. 
Waller. Globe 8vo, gilt. 4*. 64. 

MAHAFFY.— Works by J. P. Mahaffv, M.A. Fellow of Trinity College, 

Dublin :— - 
SOCIAL LIFE IN GREECE FROM HOMER TO MENANDER. Fifth 

Edition, enlarged, with New Chapter on Greek Art. Crown 8vo. Of. 
GREEK LIFE AND THOUGHT FROM THE AGE OF ALEXANDER 

TO THE ROMAN CONQUEST. Crown 8vo. 12S.6J. 
RAMBLES AND STUDIES IN GREECE. Illustrated. Third Edition, 

revised and enlarged, with Map. Grown 8vo. xor. &£ 
THE DECAY OF MODERN PREACHING. An Essay. Crown 8vo. y. 6d. 
THE PRINCIPLES OF THE ART OF CONVERSATION. Second 

Edition, Revised. Crown 8vo. 4s. 6d. 
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MAHAFFY AND ROGERS.— SKETCHES FROM A TOUR 
THROUGH HOLLAND AND GERMANY. By J. P. Mah affy and J. E. 
Rogers. With upwards of Eight/ Illustrations by J. B. Rogers. Extra 
Crown 8vO. iq*. 64. 

MALET.— MRS. LORIMER. A NoveL By Lucas Mal*t. Cheaper 
Edition. Crown 8vo. at. 64. 

MASSON (GUSTAVE).— LA LYRE FRANCAISE. Selected and 
arranged with Notes. (Golden Treasury Series.) x8mo. at . 64. 

MASSON (Mrs.).— THREE CENTURIES OF ENGLISH POETRY: 
being selections from Chaucer to Herrick, with Introductions and Notes by Mrs. 
Masson and a general Introduction by Professor Masson. Extra fcap. 8 vo. 3s. 64. 

MASSON (Professor).— Works by Davip Masson, M.A., Professor of 
Rhetoric and English Literature in the University of Edinburgh. 
WORDSWORTH,SHELLEY.KEATS,AND OTHER ESSAYS. Crown 8vo. 5*. 
CHATTERTON : A Story of the Year 1770. Crown 8vo. 5*. 

MAURICE.— LETTERS FROM DONEGAL IN r886. By a Lady 
"Fe!jon." Edited by Colonel Maurice, Professor of Military History, 
Royal Staff College* Crown 8vo- 64. 

MAZINI.— IN THE GOLDEN SHELL: A Story of Palermo. By Linda 
Mazini. With Illustrations. Globe 8vo, cloth gilt. at. 64. 

MEREDITH. — Works by George Meredith. 
POEMS AND LYRICS OF THE JOY OF EARTH. Extra Fcap. 8vo. 6*. 
BALLADS AND POEMS OF TRAGIC LIFE. Crown 8vo. 61. 
A READING OF EARTH. Extra Fcap. 8vo. 5*. 

MILTON'S POETICAL WORKS. Edited with Text collated from 
the best Authorities, with Introductions and Notes, by David Masson. 
With three Portraits engraved by Jebns. Fcap. 8vo Edition. Three Vols. 
151. (Globe Edition.) By the same Editor. Globe 8vo. 3*. 64. 

MINCHIN.— NATURE VERITAS. By George M. Minchin, M.A.. 
Professor of Applied Mathematics in the Royal Indian Engineering College, 
Coopers HUL Fcp. 8vo. as. 64. 

M IN TO.— THE MEDIATION OF RALPH HARDELOT. By William 
Minto, Author of *' The Crack of Doom." 3 vols. Crown 8vo. 31*. 64. 

MISS TOMMY. A Mediaeval Romance. By the Author of "John 
Halifax. Gentleman." Illustrated by F. Noel Paton. Crown 8ro. 6s. 

MITFORD (A. B.).— TALES OF OLD JAPAN. By A B. Mitford, 
Second Secretary to the British Legation in Japan. With Illustrations drawn 
and cut on Wood by Japanese Artists. New and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. dr. 

MIZ MAZE, THE ; OR, THE WINKWORTH PUZZLE. A Story 
in I etters by Nine Authors. Crown 8vo. 4*. 6d. 

The following Writers contribute to the Volume :— Miss Frances Awdry, Miss 
M. Bramston, Miss Christabel R. Coleridge, Miss A. E. Anderson Morshead, 
Miss C. M. Yonge, Miss F. M. Peard, Miss Mary S. Lee, Miss Eleanor Pri ee 
and Miss Florence Wilford. 

MOHAMMAD, SPEECHES AND TABLE-TALK OP 

THE PROPHET. Chosen and Translated by Stanley Lane-Poole* 
x8mo. 4*. 64. (Golden Treasury Series.) 
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MOLESWORTH.— Works bv Mrs. Molksworth (Ennis Graham). 
US : AN OLD-FASHIONED STORY. With Illustrations by Walter Crank, 

Globe 8vo. ax. 6d. 
TW( ) LITTLE WAIFS. Illustrated by Walter Crane. Globe 8vo. as. td, 
ROSY. Illustrated by Walter Crane, Globe 8vo. ar. td. 
SUMMER STORIES FOR BOYS AND GIRLS. Crown 8vo. As.td. 
THE ADVENTURES OF HERR BABY. Illustrated by Walter Crane. 

Globe 8vo. a*, td. 
GRANDMOTHER DEAR. Illustrated by Walter Crane. Globe 8vo. as.td 
THE TAPESTRY ROOM. Illustrated by Walter Crane. Globe 8vo. 

as. 6d. 
A CHRISTMAS CHILD. Illustrated by Walter Crane. Globe 8vo. a*, td. 
CHRISTMAS-TREE LAND. Illustrated by Walter Crane. Globe 8v* 

is. td. 
TELL ME A STORY. Illustrated by Walter Crane Globe 8vo. a*, td. 
"CARROTS": JUST A LITTLE BOY. Illustrated by Walter Crane. 

New Edition. Globe 8vo. as. td. 
THE CUCKOO CLOCK. IUustrated by Walter Crane, New Edition, 

Globe 8vo. ax. td 
FOUR WINDS FARM. With Illustrations by Walter Crane. Crown 8vo. 

4*6*. 
LITTLE MISS PEGGY. With Illustrations by Walter Crane. Globe 8vo. 

as. td. 
FOUR GHOST STORIES. Cro«m 8vo. ts. 
A CHRISTMAS POSY. With Illustrations by Walter Crane. Crown 8vo. 

AS. 6d. 
THE RECTORY CHILDREN. With Illustrations by Walter Crane. 

Crown 8vo. [In October. 

MORISON.— THE PURPOSE OF THE AGES. By Jbanib Morison. 
With a Preface by Professor A. H. Saycb, of Oxford. Crown 8vo. or. 

MORLEY. — Works by John Morley. 

THE COLLECTED WORKS OF JOHN MORLEY. In Ten vols. Globe 

8vo. 5*. each. 

VOLTAIRE. One Vol. ON COMPROMISE. One Vol. 

ROUSSEAU. Two Vols. MISCELLANIES- Three Vols. 

DIDEROT AND THE ENCYCLO- BURKE. One VoL 

PiEDISTS. Two Vols. 
APHORISMS. An Address delivered before the Philosophical Society of 

Fdinburgh, November n, 1887. Globe 8vo. is. td. 
BURKE. Crown 8vo. Clo'h, 1?. td. ; sewed, is. [English Men of Letters Series. 
ON THE STUDY OF LITERATURE. The Annual Address to the 

Students of the London Society for the extension of University teaching. De- 

livered at the Mansion House, February a6, 1887. Crown 8vo. xs.td. 
Also a popular Edition for distribution, price 2d. 

MORTE D'ARTHUR.— SIR THOMAS MALORY'S BOOK OF 
KING ARTHUR AND OF HIS NOBLE KNIGHTS OF THE ROUND 
TABLE. (Globe Edition.) Globe 8vo. y. td. 

MOULTON. — SWALLOW FLIGHTS. Poems by Louise Chandler 
Moulton. Extra fcap. 8vo. 4*. td. 

MOULTRIE.— POEMS by John Moultrie. Complete Edition. Two Vols. 

Crown 8vo. is. each. 
Vol. I. MY BROTHER'S GRAVE, DREAM OF LIFE, &c. With Memoir by 

the Rev. Prebendary Coleridge 
Vol. II. LAYS OF THE ENGLISH CHURCH, and other Poems. With notices 

of the Rectors of Rugby, by M. H. Bi.oxham, F R-A.S. 
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MU DIE.— STRAY LEAVES. By C E. Motik. New Edition. Extra reap. 
Sro. %t. 64 Conieats :— M His and Mine "— " Night and Day "— " One of 
Many.*fta 

MURRAY.— ROUND ABOUT FRANCE. By E. C. Gmwvills Murray. 

Crown 8vo. js. 64, 
MURRAY. — Works by D. Christw Murray. 
AUNT RACHEL: A Rustic Sentimental Comedy. New and Cheaper Edition. 

Crown 8yo, cloth. 3*. &£ Globe 8vo. a*. 
THE WEAKER VESSEL. 3 vols. Crown 8vo. 31*. &/. Popular Edition. 

Crown 8vo. 3*. 6d. 
SCHWARTZ, a vols. Globe 8vo. xa#. Popular Edition. Crown 8vo. 3*. 6d. 

MUSIC— A DICTION ARY OF MUSIC AND MUSICIANS (a.d. 1450- 
1889). By Eminent Writers. English and Foreign. With Illustrations and 
Woodcuts. Edited by Sir George Grove. D.C.L., Director of the Royal 
College of Music. 8yo. Parts I. to XIV., XIX. to XXII., 3*. 6d. each. 
Parts XV. and XVI., 7*. Parts XVII.* and XVIIL, 7 s. APPENDIX, 
Edited by, J. A. Fuller Maitland, M.A., consisting of Parts XXIII. — 
XXV., completing the work, 9*. 
" " " * Vol. III.— PLANCHE to SUMER 

IS ICUMEN IN. 



Four Volumes, air. each. 
Vol. I.— A to IMPROMPTU. 
Vot. II.— IMPROPERIA to PLAIN 
SONG. 



Vol. IV.— SUMER IS ICUMEN IN 
to ZWISCHENSPIEL. AP- 
PENDIX. 

•»* A lull Index to the work is in the press, presently to be published as a 
separate volume. 
Cloth cases for binding Vols. x*. each. 

MYERS (ERNEST).— Works by Ernest Myers, M.A. 

THE PURITANS. Extra fcap. 8vo. as. 6tL 

POEMS. Extra fcap. 8vo. 4*- 6d. 

THE EXTANT ODES OF PINDAR. Translated into English, with Intro- 
duction and short Notes, by Ernest Myers. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 5*. 

THE JUDGMENT OF PROMETHEUS, AND OTHER POEMS. Extra 
Fcap. 8*o. 3*. 6el. 

MYERS (F. W. H.)— Works by F. W. H. Myers, M.A. 
ST. PAUL. A Poem. New Edition. Extra fcap. 8vo. as. 6d. 
THE RENEWAL OF YOUTH, and other Poems. Crown 8vo. 7*. 6d. 
ESSAYS. sVois. I. Classical. II. Modern. Crown 8vo. 4s. 6d. each. 
WORDSWORTH (English Men of Letters Series). Crown 8vo. Sewed, ix. 
Cloth, is. 64 
NAD A L.— ESSAYS AT HOME AND ELSEWHERE. By E. S. Nadal. 

Crown 8vo. 6s. 
NEW ANTIGONE, THE. A Romance. New and Cheaper Edition. 

Crown 8vo. 6s. 
NINE YEARS OLD.— By the Author of "St. OlaveV " When I was a 

Little Girl," &c. Illustrated by Frolich. New Edition. Globe 8vo. a*. 6d. 
NOEL (LADY AUGUSTA).— HITHERSEA MERE. By Lady 
Augusta Noel, Author of "Wandering Willie," &c. 3 vols. Crown 8vo. 
3M. 6d. 

N ORRIS.— Works by W. E. Norris. 

MY FRIEND JIM. New and Cheaper Edition. Globe 8vo. at. 

CHRIS. New and Cheaper Edition. Globe 8vo. a*. 
NORTON.— Works by the Hon. Mrs. Norton. 

THE LADY OF LA GARAYE. With Vignette and Frontispiece. Eighth Edition. 
r'uap. 8vo. 4*. 6af. 

OLD SIR DOUGLAS. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 
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OLIPHANT.— Works by Mrs. Olifhant. 

THE LITERARY HISTORY OF ENGLAND in the end of the Eighteenth 
and beginning of the Nineteenth Century. Cheaper Issue. With a New Pre- 
face. 3 Vols. Demy 8vo. 2». 

AGNES HOPETOUN'S SCHOOLS AND HOLIDAYS. New Edition, with 
Illustrations. Globe 8vo. as. 6d. 

THE WIZARD'S SON. New Edition. Globe 8vo. as. 

HESTER : a Story of Contemporary Life. New Edition. Globe 8vo. at. 

SIR TOM. New Edition. Globe 8vo. as. 

A SON OF THE SOIL. New Edition. Globe 8vo. as. 

THE CURATE IN CHARGE. New Edition. Globe 8ro. at. 

YOUNG MUSGRAVE. Cheaper Edition. Globe 8vo. 2*. 

HE THAT WILL NOT WHEN HE MAY. Cheaper Edition. Globe 8va w. 

A COUNTRY GENTLEMAN AND HIS FAMILY. Globe 8vo. a*. 

THE SECOND SON. Popular Edition. Globe 8vo. a*. 

THE MAKERS OF FLORENCE: Dante, Giotto, Savonarola, and their City. 
With Illustrations from Drawings by Professor Delamotte, and a Steel Portrait 
of Savonarola, engraved by C. H. J bens. New and Cheaper Edition with Pre- 
face. Crown 8vo. Cloth extra. 10*. 6d. 

THE MAKERS OF VENICE. Doges, Conquerors, Painters, and Men of 
Letters. ^ A Companion Volume to " The Makers of Florence." With numerous 
Illustrations. New and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 10*. 6d. 

THE BELEAGUERED CITY. Crown 8vo. 6*. Popular Edition, 3*. 64. 

JOYCE. Popular Edition. Crown 8vo. 3*. 6d. 

NEIGHBOURS ON THE GREEN. Popular Edition. Crown 8vo. 3*. 64. 

OUR YEAR. A Child's Book, in Prose and Verse. By the Author of 
"John Halifax, Gentleman." Illustrated by Clarence Dobell. Globe 8vo. 
a*. 6d. 

QWEN.-^THE STORY OF CATHERINE. By the Author of "A Lost 

Love " (Ashford Owen). Crown 8vo. 6s. 
PALGRAVE. — Works by Francis Turner Palgrave, M.A., Professor of 

Poetry in the University of Oxford, late Fellow of Exeter College, Oxford. 
THE FIVE DAYS' ENTERTAINMENTS AT WENTWORTH GRANGE. 

A Book for Children. With Illustrations by Arthur Hughes, and Engraved 

Title-Page by J sens. Small 4to, cloth extra. 6s. 
LYRICAL POEMS. Extra fcap. 8vo. 6*. 
ORIGINAL HYMNS. Third Edition, enlarged i8mo. u. 6d. 
VISIONS OF ENGLAND ; beine a series of Lyrical Poems on Leading Events 

and Persons in English History. With a Preface and Notes. Crown 8vo, 7*. 6d. 
GOLDEN TREASURY OF THE BEST SONGS AND LYRICS. Edited 

by F. T. Palgrave. x8mo. as. 6d. 
SHAKESPEARE'S SONNETS AND SONGS. Edited by F. T. Palgrave. 

With Vignette Title by Jbbns. (Golden Treasury Series.) z8mo. as. 6d. 
THE CHILDREN'S TREASURY OF LYRIClAL POETRY. Selected and 

artanged with Notes by F. T. Palgrave. xfimo. as. 6d. And in Two Parts, 

is. each. 
HERRICK: SELECTIONS FROM THE LYRICAL POEMS. With Notes. 

(Golden Treasury Series.) i8mo. 4*. 6d. 
LYRICAL POEMS. By Lord Tennyson, Poet Laureate. Selected and 

Annotated. (Golden Treasury Series.) x8mo. as. 6d. 
THE POETICAL WORKS OF JOHN KEATS. Reprinted from the 

Original Editions. With Notes. (Golden Treasury Series.) x8mo. 4*. 6d. 

PALGRAVE (W. G. )— ULYSSES ; or, SCENES AND STUDIES IN 
MANY LANDS. By William Gippord Palgrave, H.M.'s Minister Resi- 
dent in Uruguay ; Author of " A Narrative of a Year's Journey through Central 
and Eastern Arabia, 1862—1863/' "Essays on Eastern Questions, "Dutcb 
Guiana," &c 8vo. xa*. 64. 
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PALMER.— MRS. PENICOTTS LODGER: and other Stories. By Lady 

Sophia Palmer. Grown 8vo. a*. 6d. 
PANSIE'S FLOUR BIN. By the Author of "When I was a Little 

Girl," " St. Olave's," && Illustrated by Adrian Stokbe. Globe 8vo. «x- &£ 

PARKER.— THE NATURE OF THE FINE ARTS. By H. Parkhr, 
M. A., Fellow of Oriel College, Oxford. Crown 8vo. xor. 6d. 

PATER. — Works by Walter Pater, Fellow of Brasenose College, Oxford:— 
THE RENAISSANCE. Studies in Art and Poetry. Fourth Thousand. Revised 

and Enlarged, with Vignette engraved by C H. J runs. Crown 8*0. iot. 6d. 
MAKIUS. THE EPICUREAN: His Sensations and Ideas. Second and 

Cheaper Edition. Two Vols. 8vo. iz*. 
IMAGINARY PORTRAITS. Extra Crown 8vo. 6>. 
PATMORE.— THE CHILDREN'S GARLAND, from the Best Poets. 
Selected and arranged by Coventry Patmork. New Edition. With Illustra- 
tions by J. Lawson. (Golden Treasury Edition.) i8mo. 4X. 6d\ Globe 
Readings Edition for Schools, Globe 8vo, a*. 

PEEL.— ECHOES FROM HOREB, AND OTHER POEMS. By Edmund 
Peel. Author of " An Ancient City/* &c. Crown 8vo. 3*. 6tL 

PENROSE.— AN INVESTIGATION OF THE PRINCIPLES OF 
ATHENIAN ARCHITECTURE; or, The Results of a Survey conducted 
chiefly with reference to the Optical Refinements exhibited in the Construction of 
the Ancient Buildings at Athens. By Francis Cranmer Penrose, Architect, 
M.A., F.R.A.S., Hon. Fellow of Magdalen College, Cambridge, Member of 
tLe Society of Dilettanti. New and Enlarged Edition (published for the Society 
of Dilettanti). Folio. £7 7s. 
PEOPLE'S EDITIONS. Profusely Illustrated, medium 4 to> ©* each; 
or complete in One Vol. , cloth, %s. 
TOM BROWN'S SCHOOL DAYS. By an Old Boy. 
WATERTON'S WANDERINGS IN SOUTH AMERICA. 
WASHINGTON IRVING'S OLD CHRISTMAS. 
WASHINGTON IRVING'S BRACEBRIDGE HALL. 
PINDAR.— THE EXTANT ODES OF PINDAR. Translated into 
English, with Introduction and short Notes, by Ernest Myers, M.A., late 
Fellow of Wadham College, Oxford. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 5*. 

PL ATO.— THE REPUBLIC OF. Translated into English with Notes by 
J. Ll. Davies, M.A., and D. J. Vaughan, M.A. (Golden Treasury Series). 
x8mo. 4*. 6d 
THE TRIAL AND DEATH OF SOCRATES: Being the Euthyphron, 
Apology, Crito, and Phaedo of Plato. Translated into English by F. J. Church. 
x8mo. 4s. 6d. (Golden Treasury Series.) 
PHAEDRUS, LYSIS, AND PROTAGORAS. A New and Literal Translation, 
mainly from the Text of Bbkker, by J. Wright, M.A., Trinity College, Cam- 
bridge. x8mo. 4*. 6<£ (Golden Treasury Series.) 

POEM S.— By the Author of " John Halifax, Gentleman." New and Enlarged 
Edition. Globe 8vo. 6>. 

POEMS OF PLACES—(ENGLAND AND WALES). Edited by 
H. W. Longfellow. (Golden Treasury Series.) x8mo. 4s. 6a. 

POETS (ENGLISH).— SELECTIONS, with Critical Introduction by 
various writers, and a general Introduction by Matthew Arnold. Edited by 
T. H. Ward, MA. Four Vols. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 7* 6d\ each. 

Vol. I. CHAUCER TO DONNE. 

Vol. II. BEN JONSON TO DRYDEN. 

Vol. III. ADDISON TO BLAKE. 

Vol. IV. WORDSWORTH TO ROSSETTL 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



BELLES LETTRES. 3, 



P0 2^^ C ^ m J 5 ° r 9PF AGB I-IFE IN THE WEST OF 

P °8™ T ^—LANCASHIRE MEMORIES. By Loum Potter. Crown 

V Also a LIMITED EDITION, bound in vellum. £4 j 4S . &/. 
REALM AH.— By the Author of '• Friends in Council." Crown 8vo. 6> 
RECOLLECTIONS OF A NURSE. By « E. D." Crown 8vo. as. 

Sn.^eTbVfw^^^^ T '— " 

ROSS.-A MISGUIDIT LASSIE. By Percy Ross. Crown 8vo. 4,. 6* 

R £S?£ T ' 3 ^ I, "~, Worl ? by Christina Rossetti. 
±*U tMb. Complete Edition, containing •« Goblin Market " " Th* Prmr*»« 
Progress," &c. With Four Illustrations 8 by D. G I RossS. E^fc^.8vo! 

A PAGEANT, AND OTHER POEMS. Extra fcap. 8vo. 6* 
SPEAKING LIKENESSES. Illustrated by Arthur Hughes. Crown 8vo, 
gilt edges. 4*. 6d. * 

ROSSETTI (D.G.).— DANTE GABRIEL ROSSETTI? a Record and a 
Study. m By William Sharp. With an Illustration after Dante Gabriel 
Rossetti. Crown 8vo. 10*. 6d. 

RUNAWAY, THE. By the Author of " Mrs. Jeroingham's Journal." With 
Illustrations. Globe 8vo. as. 6d. 

RUTH AND HER FRIENDS. A Story for Girls. With a Fronti. 
piece. New Edition. Globe 8vo. as. 6d. 

SAINTSBURY.— ELIZABETHAN LITERATURE. By George 
Saintsbury. Being Vol. II. of "A History of English Literature," in four 
volumes. Crown 8vo. 7s. 6d. 

S £ J9£ N ?£°N-- Works b y Al ™«> St. Johnston: 
CAMMING AMONG CANNIBALS. Crown 8vo. as . 6d. 
CHARLIE ASGARDE. A Tale of Adventure. A Story for Boys. Crown 8 vo. 5*. 

SCOTT (SIR WALTER).— POETICAL WORKS OF. Edited with a 
Biographical and Critical Memoir by Francis Turner Paloravb. (Globe 
Edition.) Globe 8vo. 3*. 6d. 

THE LAY OF THE LAST MINSTREL; and THE LADY OF THE 
LAKE. Edited, with Introduction and Notes, by Francis Turner 
Palgrave. Globe 8vo. i*. (Globe Readings for Schools.) 

MARMION ; and THE LORD OF THE ISLES. By the same Editor, 
Globe 8vo. xs. (Gl)be Readings for Schools.) 

MARMION. A Tal« of Flodden Field in Six Cantos. By Sir Walter Scott. 
Edited, with Introduction and Notes, by Michael Macmillan, B.A. Oxon., 
Professor of Logic and Moral Philosophy, Elphmstone College, Bombay. Globe 
8vo- 3*. 6d. 
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SCOTTISH SONG.— A SELECTION OF THE CHOICEST LYRICS 
OF SCOTLAND. By Mary Carlyle Aitken. (Golden Treasury Series.) 
i8mo. 4*. && 

SEELEY.— THE EXPANSION OF ENGLAND. Two Courses of Lectures. 
By J. R. Seelby, M. A., Regius Professor of Modern History in the University of 
Cambridge, Fellow of GonviIIe and Caius College, &c. Crown 8vo. 4*. 6d. 

SELBORNE (EARL).— THE BOOK OF PRAISE. From the best 
English Hymn writers. By the Right Hon. the Earl of Selbornr. (Golden 
Treasury Series.) i8mo. 4s. 6d. 

SERMONS OUT OP CHURCH. By the Author of " John Halifax, 
Gentleman." Crown 8vo. 6>. 

SH AIRP.— GLEN DESSERAY : and other Poems, Lvrical and Elegiac. By 
John Campbell Shairp, LL.D., late Principal of the United College, St. 
Andrew's, and Professor of Poetry in the University of Oxford. Edited by 
Francis T. Palgravb, LL.D., Edinburgh. Crown 8vo. or. 

SHAKESPEARE. — The Works of William Shakespeare. Cambridge 
Edition. Edited by W. George Clark, M. A., and W. Aldis Wright, M.A. 
Nine Vols. 8vo, cloth. {A New Edition in the press. 

SHAKESPEARE'S COMPLETE WORKS. Edited, by w. G. 
Clark, M.A., and W. Alois Wright, M.A. (Globe Edition.) Globe 8vo. 

W * * THE VICTORIA SHAKESPEARE. 

SHAKESPEARE. — The Works of William Shakespeare. In 3 vols., 
Crown 8vo, 6>. each. Vol. I., Comedies. Vol. II., Histories. Vol. III., 
Tragedies. 

%* This Edition, dedicated by permission to Her Majesty the Queen, is from 
the text of the GLOBE EDITION, and is printed by R. and R. Clark of 
Edinburgh. No pains have been spared to produce an edition at once convenient 
and beautiful. A new Glossary, more complete than in any other popular 
edition of Shakespeare, has been specially prepared by Mr, Aldis Wright. 
The Volumes may be obtained separately. 

SHAKESPEARE'S SONGS AND SONNETS. Edited, with 
Notes, by Prof. Francis Turner Palgravb. (Golden Treasury Series.) x8mo>. 
4s. 6d. 

SHAKESPEARE.— CHARLES LAMB'S TALES FROM SHAKE- 
SPEARE. Edited, with Preface, by Rev. A. Ainger. Globe 8vo. 5*. 
(Golden Treasury Edition). i8mo. 4s. 6d. Globe Readings Edition for Schools, 
Globe 8vo. as. 

SHELLEY.— POEMS OF SHELLEY. Edited by Stoppord A. Brookr, 
(Golden Treasury Series.) x8mo. 4*. 6d. Also a fine Edition printed on hand- 
made paper. Crown 8vo. izs. 6d. 

SHORTHOUSE.— worksby J. H. Shorthouse, 
TOHN INGLESANT: A ROMANCE. Crown 8vo. 6s. 
THE LITTLE SCHOOLMASTER MARK. A Spiritual Romance. In Two 

Parts. Crown 8vo. 2*. 6d. each ; or complete in one volume, 4*. 6d. 
SIR PERCIVAL ; a Story of the Past and of the Present. Crown 8vo. flr. 
A TEACHER OF THE VIOLIN; and other Tales. Crown 8vo. 6s. 
THE COUNTESS EVE. Crown 8vo. 6t. 
SKRINE.— UNDER TWO QUEENS. Lyrics written for the Tercentenary 

Festival of the Founding of Uppingham School. By John Huntley Skrimr, 

Author of " Uppingham by the sea," &c* Crown 8vo. 3c. 

SLIP IN THE FENS, A.— New and Popular Edition. Globe 8vo. t*. 
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SMITH. — POEMS. By Catherine Barnard Smith. Fcap. 8vo. 5*. 

SMITH.— POEMS. By Horace Smith. Globe 8vo. 5*. 

SMITH.— THREE ENGLISH STATESMEN. A Course of Lectures on the 
Political History of England. By Gold win Smith. Crown 8vo. 5*. 

SONG BOOK. WORDS AND TUNES FROM THE BEST POETS 
AND MUSICIANS. Selected and arranged by John Hullah. (Golden 
Treasury Series.) x8mo. 4*. 6d. 

SOPHOCLES.— OEDIPUS THE KING. Translated from the Greek of 
Sophocles into English Verse by E. D. A. Morshbad, M.A., late Fellow of 
New College, Oxford. Assistant Master at Winchester College. Fcap. 8vo. 3*. 64. 

SPENSER.— COMPLETE WORKS OF. Edited by the Rev. R. Morris. 
M. A., LL.D., with a Memoir by J. W. Hales, M. A. Globe 8vo. 3*. 6d. 

STANLEY. — Addresses and Sermons delivered during a Visit to the United 
States and Canada in 1876. By Arthur Penrhyn Stanley, D.D., late 
Dean of West.ninster. Crown 8vo. 6r. 

STEPHEN (C. E.).— THE SERVICE OF THE POOR; being an 
Inquiry into the Reasons for and against the Establishment of Religious Sister- 
hoods for Charitable Purposes. By Caroline E. Stephen. Crown 8vo. 6s. 6d. 

STEPHENS.— CONVICT ONCE, AND OTHER POEMS. By J. 
Brunton Stephens. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 7*. &£ 

STEWART.— THE TALE OF TROY. Done into English by Aubrey 
Stewakt, M.A., late Fellow of Trinity College, Cambridge. Globe 8 vo. 3*. 6d. 

STRETTELL.— SPANISH AND ITALIAN FOLK SONGS. Trans- 
lated by Alma Strbttell With Photogravures after Sketches by John 
S. Sargent, E. A. Abbey, Morrlli, and W. Padgett. Royal i6mo. 12s. 6d, 

SYMONS.— DAYS AND NIGHTS. Poems. By Arthur Symons. Globe 
8vo. 6s. 

TANNER.— THE ABBOT'S FARM: or, PRACTICE WITH SCIENCE. 
By Henry Tanner, M.R.A.C., F.C.S., late Professor of Principles of Agriculture 
in the Royal Agricultural Cc liege; Examiner in the Principles of Agriculture 
under the Government Department of Science. Author of "First Principles 
of Agriculture," &c. Extra fcap. 8vo. 3*. 6d. 

TENNYSON.— Works by Lord Tennyson, D.GL>, Poet Laureate. 

COLLECTED WORKS. New and Revised Edition, Enlarged, 1889, with 

New Portrait. Crown 8vo. 7*. 6d, 
COLLECTED WORKS. An Edition for Schools. In Four Parts. Crown 8vo. 
9S. 6d. each. 
COLLECTED WORKS— LIBRARY EDITION. In Eight Volumes. Globe 
8vo. $s. each. (Sold separately.) 

Poems. 2 Vols. I Ballads : and other Poems. 

Idylls of the Kino. | Queen Mary, and Harold. 

The Princess : and Maud. I Becicst : and other Plays. 

Enoch Arden: and In Mkmoriam. I 
COLLECTED WORKS.— MINIATURE EDITION. A New Edition, printed 
by R. & R. Clark of Edinburgh. 

THE POETICAL WORKS, xo Volumes. In a Box. 21*. 
THE DRAMATIC WORKS. 4 Volumes. In a Box. iot. 6d. 

LYRICAL POEMS. Selected and Annotated by Francis Turner Palgrave. 

(Golden Treasury Series.) x8rao. 4*. 64. Large Paper Edition. 8vo. oj. 
IN MEMORIAM. x8mo. 4*. 6<L Large Paper Edition. 8vo. ox. 

C 
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TENNYSON.— Works by Lo«© Tennyson, D.tL, Poet Laureate— 
continued. 
THE TENNYSON BIRTHDAY BOOK. Edited by Emily Shakbspbae. 

z8mo. ox. 6a\ 
THE BROOK. With ao Illustrations in Colours, by A. Woodruff. 33010. a*. 6d. 
THE ORIGINAL EDITIONS. Fcap. 8vo. :— 

Harold*: a Drama. 6>. 
Queen Mary : a Drama. 6s; 
The Cup : and the Falcon. 5*. 



POEMS. 6f. 

Maud : and other Poems. 3*. 6a\ 

The Princess. 3* 6a\ 

Idylls of the King. (Collected.) 6* 

Enoch Ardbm : ftc. 3*. 64. 

In Mbmoriam. 4*. 

Ballads : and other Poems. 5*. 



Bkcket. 6s. 
Tiresias : and other Poems. 6>. 
Lockslky Hall, Sixty Years After, 
and other Poems. 6s. 



TENNYSON.— SELECTIONS FROM TENNYSON. With Introduction 
and Notes. By F. J. Rowb, M.A., and W. T. Webb, M.A., Professors of 
English Literature, Presidency College, Calcutta. Globe 8vo. 3*. 6d. 

This Selection contains:— "Recollections of the Arabian Nights," "The 
Lady of Shalott," " Oenone," " The Lotos Eaters/' " Ulysses," " Tithonus" 
«* Morte d' Arthur," " Sir Galahad," " Dora/* " The Ode on the Death of the 
Duke of Wellington," " The Revenge." 

TENNYSON (HON. HALLAM).— JACK AND THE BEAN- 
STALK. A Version in Hexameters by the Honourable Hallam Tennyson. 
With 40 Illustrations by Randolph Caldecott. Small 4taw 3*. 6a\ 

TENNYSON'S " IN MEMORIAM."— a COMPANION TO. By 
Elizabeth Rachel Chapman. Globe 8vo. a*. 

THEOCRITUS, BION, AND MOSCHUS. Rendered into 
English Prose, with Introductory Essay by Andrew Lang, MA. New 
Edition. z8mo» 4*. 6a\ (Golden Treasury Series.) (Large Paper Ed.) 9*. 

THROUGH THE RANKS TO A COMMISSION.— New and 

Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. «. 6d. 

TOM BROWN'S SCHOOL DAYS. By An Old Boy. With Seven 
Illustrations by A. Hughes and Sydney Hall. Crown 8vo. 6*. : Golden 
Treasury Edition. 4s. 6d.\ People's Edition, as. People's Sixpenny Illustrated 
Edition. Medium 4to. 6d. Illustrated Edition, printed on fine paper. Extra 
Crown 8vo. 10*. 6d. 

TOM BROWN AT OXFORD. With Illustrations. Crown 8vo. 6* 

TO U RG AN IE F.— VIRGIN SOIL. By I. Tourgenibf. Translated by 
Ashton W. Dilkb. Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 6*. 

TREVELYAN. — CAWNPORE. By the Right Honourable Sir George O. 
Trevelyan, Bart., M.P., Author of *' The Competition Wallah." Crown 8vo. 6*. 

TRISTRAM — RAILTON AND THOMSON.— COACHING 
DAYS AND COACHING WAYS. By W. Outram Tristram. With 
numerous Illustrations by Herbert Railton and Hugh Thomson. Extra 
crown 4to. ai*. 

TRUMAN.— AFTERTHOUGHTS: POEMS By Joseph Truman. 
Crown 870. 3*. 6a\ 
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TURNER.— COLLECTED SONNETS, OLD AND NEW. By Charles 
Tennyson Turner. Extra fcap. 8vo. 7*. 64 v.« A k L e» 

TY S^oTfJri" WOrkS ^ *• ** * ST - J0KN TYRWHm ' MA " Christ 

OUR SKETCHING CLUB. Utters and Studies on Landscape Art. With an 
Authorised Reproduction of the Lessons and Woodcuts in Professor Ruskin's 
Elements of Drawing." New Edition. Crown 8vo. 7*. 6d. 

FREE FIELD: Lyrics, chiefly Descriptive. Globe 8vo. 3*. 64. 

BATTLE AND AFTER: Concerning Sergeant Thomas Atkins, Grenadier 
Guards ; with other Verses. Globe 8vo. 3* . 64. 

VELEY. — (Works by Margaret Veley, Author of "For Pereival " 
MITCHELHURST PLACE. New and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8v£ ' 
A GARDEN OF MEMORIES; MRS. AUSTIN; LIZZIE'S BARGAU 
Three Stones. 2 vols. Globe 8vo. is*. 

VIRGIL.— THE WORKS OF. Rendered into English Prose. By Tames 
Lonsdale, M.A., and Samuel Lrb, M. A. (Globe Edition.) Globe 8vo. 3*. 64. 

VIRGIL.— THE AENEID. Translated into English Prose by J. W. Mackail. 
M.A., Fellow of Balliot College, Oxford. Crown8vo. 7 s. 64 

VOICES CRYING IN THE WILDERNESS, a Navei Crown 
8vo. 7*. 64 

WARD.— ENGLISH POETS. Selections, with Qitical Introduction by 
various writers, and a general Introduction by Matthew Arnold. Edited by 
T. H. Ward, M.A. Four Vols. Crown fvo. 7*. 64. each. 
Vol. I. CHAUCER TO DONNE. Vol. II. BEN JONSON TO DRYDEN. 

Vol. III. ADDISON TO BLAKE. Vol. IV. WORDSWORTH TO ROSSETTI. 

WARD (SAMUEL).— LYRICAL RECREATIONS. By Samuel Ward. 
Fcap. 8vo. 6*. 

WARD (MRS. HUMPHRY).-w«ta I, M n . H™« m Wa»»: 
MILLY AND OLLY; or. a Holiday among the Mountains. Illustrated by 
Mrs. Alma Tadbma. Globe 8vo. 2*. 64. 

MISS BRETHERTON. Crown 8vo. 6s. Popular Edition. Crown 8vo. 3* 64 

THE JOURNAL INTIME OF HENRI-FREDERIC AMIEL. Translated, 
with an Introduction and Notes, by Mrs. Humphry Ward. New and Cheaper 
Edition. With a Portrait. Crown 8vo. 6>. 

WEBSTER — DAFFODIL AND THE CROAXAXICANS. A Romance 
of History. By Augusta Webster. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

WESTBURY.— FREDERICK HAZZLEDEN. By Hugh Westbury. 
3 vols. Crown 8vo- 31*. 64. 

WHEN I WAS A LITTLE GIRL. By the Author of " St Olaves." 
UJiistrated by L. Frolich. Globe 8vo. as. 64 

WHEN PAPA COMES HOME : The Story of Tip, Tap, Toe. By 
the Author of " Nine Years Old," " Pansie's Flour Bin," &c. With Illustrations 
by W. J. Hennessy. Globe 8vo. 4*. 64, 

C 2 
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WHITTIER_ Works by John Greenlbaf Whittieh : 

POETICAL WORKS. Collected Edition, with Portrait engraved by C H. Jerks. 
i8mo. 4*. 6d. 

THE COMPLETE WORKS. A new Edition in 7 vols. Crown 8vo. &. each. 

VoL I. NARRATIVE and LEGENDARY POEMS. 

Vol. II. POEMS OF NATURE; POEMS SUBJECTIVE AND REMINIS- 
CENT : RELIGIOUS POEMS. 

Vol. III. ANTI SLAVERY POEMS : SONGS OF LABOUR AND REFORM 

VoL IV. PERSONAL POEMS: OCCASIONAL POfcMS: THE TENT ON 
THE BEACH. With the Poems of Elizabeth H. Whittier, and an 



Apr en lix containing Early and Uncollected Verses. 
VoL V. MARGARET SMITH* S JOURNAL : TALES AND SKETCHES. 
Vol. VI. OLD PORTRAITS AND MODERN SKETCHES: PERSONAL 

SKETCHES AND J RIBU1 ES : HISTORICAL PAPERS. 
Vol. VII. THE CONFLICT WITH SLAVERY— POLITICS AND 

REFORM: THE INNER LIFE—CRITICISM. 

WILBRAHAM.— THE SERE AND YELLOW LEAF: Thcwghls and 
Recollections for Old and Ycung. By Frances M. Wii.br a ham, Author of 
•• Streets and Lanes of a C.ty." With a Preface by the Right Rev. W. Wals- 
bam How, D.D., Bishop of Bedford, Suflragan of London. Globe 8vo. y. 6d. 

WILLOUGHBY.— FAIRY GUARDIANS. A Book for the Young. By 
F. Willouchby. Illustrated. Crown 8w>, gilt. 5V. 

WILLS.— MELCHIOR: A Poem. By W. G. Wills, Aathor of "Charles I./' 
'• Olivia,** Ac., Writer of "Claudian.** Crown 8vo. or. 

WOOD.— THE ISLES OF THE BLEST, and other POEM& By Andrew 
Goldie Wood. Globe 8vo. $s. 

WOODS.— A POETRY BOOK. Compiled by M. A. Woods, Head Mistress 
of the Clifton High School for Girls. Pott &vo. la 3 vols. Vol. I., 2* 6d. ; 
Vols. II. and III., 4*. &£ each. 

WOOLNER —Works by Thomas Woolner, R.A. 
MY BEAUTIFUL LADY. With a Vignette. Third Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 5* 
PYGMALION. A Poem. Crown 8vo. js. 6d. 
SILENUS : a Poem. Crown 8vo. ©>. 

WORDS FROM THE POETS. Selected by the Editor of "Rays 
of Sunlight." With a Vignette and Frontispiece. i8aio, limp. is. 

WORDSWORTH.— Works by William Wordsworth : 
THE COMPLETE POETICAL. Copyright Edition. Uniform with "The 

Complete Works of Lord Tennyson." Wiih an Introduction by John Morlky, 
and Portrait. Crown 8vo. 7*. 6d. 
THE RECLUSE : A Poem. Fcap. 8vo. a*, td. 
SELECT POEMS OF WORDSWORTH. Chosen and Edited, with Preface, 

by Matthew Arnold. (Golden Treasury Series.) t8mo. 4*. 6tt. Fine 

Edition. ' Crown 8vo. on hand-made paper, o*. 

Wordsworthiana — A SELECTION OF PAPERS read to the Wordsworth 
Society. Edited by William Knight. Crown 8vo. 7*. td. 
Among the Contributors to this Volume are R. H. Hutton, J. H. Shorthousk, 
Professor Edward Dowden, Professor William Knight, Matthew Arnold, 
Aubrey de Verb, Stopford Brooke, the Very Rev. the Dean of Salisbury, 
J. Russell Lowell, R. Spence Watson, W. A. Heard, Rev. Canon Ainger, 
Lord Houghton, Lord Selborne, Hon. Roden Noel, Harry Goodwin, 
H. D. Rawnsley, and Professor John Vettch. 
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YONGE(C. M.).— New Illustrated Edition of Novels and Taies by 
Charlotte M. Yongb. In Twenty-six Volumes. Crown 8vo. 6s. each :— 



VoL I. THE HEIR OF REDCLYFFE. 

II. HEARTSEASE. 

III. HOPES AND FEARS. 

IV. DYNEVOR TERRACE. 

V. THE DAISY CHAIN. 

VI. THE TRIAL. 

VII. & VIII. THE PILLARS OF 
THE HOUSE; or, UNDER WODE, 
UNDER RODE. Two Vols. 

IX. THE YOUNG STEPMOTHER. 

X. CLEVER WOMAN OF THE 
FAMILY. 

XI. THE THREE BRIDES. 

XII. MY YOUNG ALCTDES; or, A 
FADED PHOTOGRAPH. 

XIII. THE CAGED LION. 

XIV. THE DOVE IN THE EAGLE'S 
NEST. 

XV. THE CHAPLET OF PEARLS ; 
or, THE WHITE AND BLACK 
RIBAUMONT. 

XVI. LADY HESTER : AND THE 
DANVERS PAPERS. 



XVII. MAGNUM BONUM; or. 
MOTHER CAREY'S BROOD. 

XVIII. LOVE AND LIFE. 

XIX UNKNOWN TO HISTORY. 
A Story of the Captivity of Mary of 
Scotland. 

XX. STRAY PEARLS: MEMOIRS 
OF MARGARET DE RIBAU- 
MONT, VISCOUNTESS OF 
BELLAISE. 

XXI. THE ARMOURER'S PREN- 
TICES. 

XXII —THE TWO SIDES OF THE 
SHIELD. 

XXIIL— NUTTIE'S FATHER. 

XXIV. -SCENES AND CHARAC- 
TERS. 

XXV.— CHANTRY HOUSE. 

XXVI— A MODERN TELEMA- 
CHUS. 



POPULAR EDITION. 

The Novels and Tales of Charlotte M. Yonge. A complete uniform and 
cheaper Edition in a8 volumes, with all the original Illustrations. Crown 8vo. 
3*. 6d. each. To be published fortnightly as follows : — 



i. THE HEIR OF RED- 
CLYFFE. Ready. 
s. HEARTSEASE „ 

3. HOPES AND FEARS. „ 

4. DYNEVOR TERRACE. „ 

5. THE DAISY CHAIN. 

6. THE TRIAL: MORE LINKS 
OF THE DAISY CHAIN. Ready 

7. PILLARS OF THE HOUSE. 
Vol. I. Ready. 

8. PILLARS OF THE HOUSE. 
Vol. II. Ready. 

o. THE YOUNG STEPMOTHER. 

Ready. 
10. THE CLEVER WOMAN OF 
THE FAMILY. Rtady. 

xx. THE THREE BRIDES. „ 
X2. MY YOUNG ALCIDES. „ 
x 3 . THE CAGED LION. 
14 THE DOVE IN THE EAGLE'S 
NEST. Ready. 
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x 5 . THE CHAPLET OF PEARLS. 
Ready. 

16. LADY HESTER, AND TriE 
DANVERS PAPERS. 

17. MAGNUM BONUM. Ready. 
x8 LOVE AND LIFE. Ready. 
xo. UNKNOWN TO HISTORY. 

Ready. 

20. STRAY PEARLS. Ready. 

21. THE ARMOURER'S 'PREN- 
TICES. Ready. 

22. THE TWO SIDES OF TrfiS 
SHIELD. Ready. 

23. NUTTIE'S FATHER. Ready. 

24 SCENES AND CHARACTERS. 

Sept. x6. 

25 CHANTRY HOUSE. Oct. 1. 
26. A MODERN TELEMACHUS. 

Oct. x«. 
BYE WORDS. Nov. x. 

BEECHCROFT AT . ROCK- 
STONE. Nov. xs. 



BEECHCROFT AT ROCKSTONE. a vols. Crown 8 vo. 12*. 

A REPUTED CHANGELING. 2 vols. Crown 8vo. [IntJutrest. 

THE PRINCE AND THE PAGE. A Tale of the Last Crusade. Illustrated. 

New Edition. Globe 8vo. 4*. 6d. 
THE LANCES OF LYNWOOD. With Illustrations. Globe Qvo. a*. c#. 
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THE LITTLE DURE: RICHARD THE FEARLESS. New Edition 
Illustrated. Globe 8vo. 4*- 6d. 

A BOOK OF GOLDEN DEEDS OF ALL TIMES AND ALL COUN. 
TRIES, Gathered and Narrated Anew. (Golden Treasury Scries.) 4*. && 
Globe Readings Edition for Schools. Globe 8vo, et. Cheap Edition, is. 

LITTLE LUCY'S WONDERFUL GLOBE. Illustrated by L. Frolics. 
Globe 8vo. 4*. 64. 

THE POPULATION OF AN OLD PEAR TREE ; or, Stwies of Insect Life. 
From the French of E. Van Bkuyssbl. Edited by Charlotte M. Yongb. 
With numerous Illustrations by Becker. New Edition. Globe 8vo. ax. 6d % 

A BOOK OF WORTHIES. (Golden Treasury Series.) i8mo. 4*. 6d. 

THE STORY OF THE CHRISTIANS AND MOORS INj SPAIN. 
(Golden Treasury Series.) x8mo. 41.6V/. 

CAMEOS FROM ENGLISH HISTORY, (1) From Rollo to Edward II. 
Extra fcap. 8vo. 5*. each. (2) THE WARS IN FRANCE. 8vo. «. fc) 
THE WARS OF THE ROSES. 5*. (4) REFORMATION TIMES. S 
(5) ENGLAND AND SPAIN. 5* (6) FOR1Y YEARS OF STUART 
RULE. 1603-1643. 5r, (7) THE REBELLION AND RESTORATION, 
1649-1678. 5*. tin the frets. 

FS AND Q'S; or. THE QUESTION OF PUTTING UPON. With 
Illustrations by C. O. Murray. New Edition. Globe 8vo, cloth gilt. 4*. 6d. 

BYEWORDS: A COLLECTION OF TALES NEW AND OLD. O. 8vo. 6s. 

HISTORY OF CHRISTIAN NAMES. New Edition, revised. Cr. 8vo. ?s . 6d. 

THE HERB OF THE FIELD. Reprinted from "Chapters on Flowers" in 
The Magazine for iht Young. A New Edition Revised and Corrected. 
Crown 8vo. 5*. . 

MACMILLAN AND CO*, LONDON. 



&IOBARD CLAY AVD SORB, LIMITED, L01TDOR AKD BTOOAY. 
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Ck CtrgKsjr $Ifostafefo IJJapg^ira, 1889. 

The Timet says :— «• Both artists and writers have done their best to give it a high place in 
English periodical literature, and the result is a magazine which ha* no riwd'in England." 

The Guardian describes it as :— " Full of good matter in the way both of writing and drawing 
. . . . A capital magazine for all tables and all times." 

The Volume eonttet* of upwards of 900 clo$ely-printed page*, and contain* nearly 600 
Illuttrationi of variant rises, bound in Extra Cloth, Coloured Edget, price 8». 

Among the ekUf Content* of the Volume are the following Complete Btoriee and Serial*— 



La Belle Americalne. By W. B. 

Norms. 
One Niffht. By Arthur Paterso*. 
•ueeess. By Katharine s. Macquoid. 
The Better Man. By Arthur Paterson. 
Jenny Harlowe. By W. Clabk 

RUSSELL. 



Bant' Ilario. By F. Marion Crawford. 
The House of the Wolf. By Stanley 

J. Weyman. 
Glimpses of Old Anglian Hemes. 

By Elizabeth Balch. 
How the "Orayture" got on the 

Strength. By Abohibalo Forbes. 

AITO iHOSTSft PAPKBB AX* BB8AT6 AS FOLLOWS: 

A. Jacobite's Bxile— Oltoe. By Algernon 0. Swinburne. 

John Hoppner and His Time. By Walirr Armstrong, 

A. Dead City. By Jams* Barer. 

The Morte d' Arthur. By F. Rttlawd. 

Charles Mekens in Southwark. By J. Ashry-Sterry. 

Btxb Iincem— Song: To the Winds -Love's Oracle. By S. A. Alexander. 

There Remsineth a Rest in the Sea. By D. J. Robertson. 

Surrey Farm Houses. By Grant Allen. 

*\ Ramble through Normandy. By R. Owen Allsop. 

The Angler's Son*, from Isaac Walton— Coridon's Song, from Walton's 
Compute Angler— A Hunting we will go. By H. Fielding— who Iiiweth so 
Merry, from Dbutbrom elia, 1609. With Illustrations by Hugh Thomson. 

Wassail. By P. Shaw Jeffrey. 

Macbeth on the Stage. By W. Archer and R. W. Lowe. 

Lowe's Farewell. By H. Drayton. 

The Old Sergeant— Bill Beresford sad his Victoria Cross. By Archibald 
Forbes. 

Gwalior. By Hon. Lewis Winofield. I Cognac. By H. Barton Baker. 

London Models. By Oscar Wilde. \ Dordt. By R. J. Blomfirld, M.A. 

Moated Houses. By W. W. Fenn. | Leeds. By 8. A. Btles. 

Kensington Palace. By Barbara C. Finch. 

A Woman's Story. By Lady Lindsay. I Abingdon. By Loins Davis. 

On Two Shores. By W. 8ime. ] On the Wandle. By Dewey Bates. 

A Suburban Garden. By J. E. Hodgson, R.A. 

Alain Chartier. By B. M. Cholhelby. 

A Peep into the Goal Country. By G. B. Walker. 

Tne Oat without a Tail. By Kate Carter. Illustrated by Louis Wain, 

The Story of the Savoy. By J. B. Locking. 

The History of Billiards. By H. S. Clark. 

Recollections of Suakim. By W. Trusoott. 

St. Andrew's BKarrae Laboratory. By B. B. Prince. 

Aston Hall. By Whitworth Wallis, F.8. A. ) Out-Door Paris. By Theodore Child. 

Charles Dickens as an Editor. By Charles Dickrns, Jun. 

Et Csetera. By H. D. Traill. 

THE ILLUSTRATIONS INCLUDE EXAMPLES BT 

Holbein, Gerard Dow, Sir Joshua Reynolds, John Hoppner, R.A., Zoffany, Romnet, 

O. Scharf, Henry Ryland, A. D. MoCormick, C E. Ferugini, W. Padgett, G. Morton, 

W. B. Gardner, Harlowe, W. J. Hennessy, H. Railton, H. Thomson, H. Johnson, 

H. Pennington, R. J. Blomeisld, J. 0. Farrer, M. May, G. L. Seymour, J. E. Hodgson, 

R.A., Louis Davis, Dewey Bates, H. Oakley, and other Artists. 

A New Volume begins with the October Number, the first number of a New Series. 

Single Numbers, 6d. ; by post, 84. Yearly Subscription, including Double Number, 6s. 64. ; 

postage extra. 

MACMILLAN AND CO., LONDON. 
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Prospectus for the Year 1889 — 1890. 

la the OCTOBER Number of tEbc gngjfeb SUttgtrateb ffiagggne (the first 
Number of ft New Volume) several changes take place A Mew Type will be 
tied, and ike letterpress will be printed actoss tbe page ; a thicker paper being 



Among the Articles arranged for during the coming year is a series of Three 
IllustrmUd Papers by 

H.R.H. PRINCESS CHRISTIAN. 

Social and Religious questions will be 4e*lt with from time to tame. Papers 
oa CHILDREN IN THEATRES ; NAIL AND CHAIN MAKING AT 
CRADLftV HEATH; and LONDON MATCH GIRLS are already in 
hand, and a Paper on CHURCH SUNDAY SCHOOLS will appear in an 
early Number. Room will be found also for Records of Travel, for Articles 
oa our Colonies, and on various Forms of Sport. Among the latter may be 
mentioned a Paper on YACHTING by THE EARL OF DUNBAVEN 
which will shortly appear. Papers on the Arts and Crafts will be devoted to 
such subjects as TAPESTRY, THE EMBOSSING OF METALS, &c. 
New Poems are promised by A C Swinburne, William Morris, Lewis 
Morris, Austin Dorgon, and Violet Fane. A Series of Papers on 
GIRLHOOD IN DIFFERENT COUNTRIES has been undertaken; 
ENGLISH GIRLHOOD being dealt with by Mrs. MOLESWOBTH, and 

FRENCH GIRLHOOD by Madame GUIZOTT DE WITT. PUBLIC 

SCHOOLS OF ENGLAND will also receive attention. Papers on ETON, 
HARROW, and RUGBY are already in hand. The Series of Papers on 
OLD ENGLISH HOMES will be continued. 

In the October Number appear the opening chapters of a new story by 
THE RIGHT HON. THE EARL OF LYTTON. 

Contributions are promised by the Right Hon. The Earl op Car- 
narvon, The Hon. Alfred Lyttelton, Sir George Baden Powell, 
The Hon. E. P. Thesiger, Sidney Colvin, W. Clark Russell, D. 
Christie Murray, Thomas Hughes, Q.C., H. C Maxwell Lyte, 
C.B., Archibald Forbhs, Grant Allen, Oscar Wilde, W. B. 
Richmond, AR.A, W. F. Lord, Mrs. Oliphant, Hon. Maude 
Stanley, Mrs. Jeune, Miss Clementina Black, R. E. Prothero, 
Rev. Harold Rylbtt, A M. Broadlby, Stanley J. Wbyman, J. D. 
Bourchibr, J. Ashby-Sterry, Alan S. Cole, W. A S. Benson, Percy 
M. Thornton, A J. Webbs, Walter Crane, Hamilton Macallum, 
Harry Furniss, Herbert Railton, Hugh Thomson, Reginald 
Blomfield, W. Biscombe Gardner, and other well known writers and 
artists. 



Single Numbers, 6d. 9 by posted. Yearly Subscription, including Double 
Number, 6s. 6d. t or if by post, ©V. 6d. 



MACMILLAN & CO., LONDON. 
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